Souldiers F ortune. 


COMEDY. 


Acted by their 


MAJESTIES | 


SERVANTS 
| | AT-THE 


Theatre Royal. 


_— - 


rr CO" 
} 


Written by THO MAS OTWAY. 


Quem recitas meus eſt O Fidentine libellus, 
| Sed male cum recitas incipit eſſe tuns, 


_—CCA _—_— 
Rn > —— 


LOND ON, 


Printed for R. Bentley, and S. Magnes, in Ruſſel-Street | 10 C 0s 
wvent-Garden. 1687. 


CUM 


F 
} 
»itors pr. 
F ” 
f 
: 
k | f 
*. 
Woo; 


x 
4 
PEP: | © 
RC 
%%s4 
' 
$ by " 
k b 48 
a - ++ & 
» 
wo 
1 
Pd 
4 
wy 


4 
> 


{ 
L 


—_ -q——- — 


wo 


JM 


THE 


DEDICATION. 


Mr, Bentley, 


W Have often (during this Plays being in the Preſs) been impor- 
I tun d for a Preface ; which you, I ſuppoſe, would have ſpeak 96k 

thing in Vindication of the Comedy : Now to pleaſe you, Mr. Bent- 
ley, Twill as briefly as I can ſpeak my mind upon that occaſion, which 
you may be pleas 'd to accept of, both as a Dedication to your ſelf, and 
nextas a Preface to the Book. 

And Tam not a little proud, that it has happened into my thoughts 
zo be the firſt who in'theſe latter years has made an Epiſtle Dedica- 
tory to his Stationer * It is a Complement as reaſonable as it is Juſt. 
For, Mr. Bentley, you pay honeſtly for the Copy ; and an Epiſtle to 
you is a ſort of an Acquittance, and may be probably welcome 5 when 
tC a Perſon of hightr Rank and Order, it looks like an Obligation for 
Praiſes,  whichhe kuows he does not deſerve, and therefore is very un- 
willing to part with ready Money for. 

As to the Vindication of this Comedy, between Priends ' and Ac-" 
quaintance, T believe it is poſſible, that as much may be ſaid in it's 
behalf, as heretofore has been for a great many others. But of all the 
Apiſh qualities about me, T have not that of being fond of my own Tſue ; 
nay, I muſt confeſs my ſelf a' very unnatural Parent, for when it is 
once brought into the World, Een let the Brat ſhift far it ſelf, T ſay. 

The Objeftions made azainſt the merit of this poor Play, muſt con- 
feſs, are very grievous. 

Firſt, ſays a Lady that ſhall be nameleſs, becauſe the world may think 
civilly of her ; Fogh! oh Sherreu, tis ſo filthy,ſo bawdy,no modeſt Woman 
cught to be ſeen at it: Let me dye, it has made me fick : hen. the World 
lies, Mr.Bentley, if that v-ry Lady has not eaſily digeſted a much rau- 
ker morſel in alittle Ale-houſe towards Paddington, and never made a 
Face at it : But your frive Filt ts a Creature that can extratt Bawdy 
out of the chaſteſt ſenſe,as eaſily as a Spider can Poiſon out of a Roſe: The 
know true Bawdy, let it be never ſo much conceal 'd, as perfeitly 
as Falſtaff did the true Prince by inſtintt. They will ſeparate the true 
Metal from the Allay let us temper it as well as we can; ſome Women 
are the Touch-ſtones of filthineſs. Though IT have heard a Lady (that 
bas more modeſty than any of thoſe ſhe Criticks, aud IT am ſure more 
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"The DEDICATION. 

wi) ſay, She wonder o at the impudence.of ayy of her Sex, that would 
eee ne try the thing call! Bawdy. So, Mr. Bentley, for 
ought I perceive, my Play may e tunocent yet, aud the Lady miſtaken 
in pretending to the knowledge of a Myſtery above her ; though,to ſpeak 
honeſtly, ſhe has had beſides ber Wit a liberal Education ; and if 
we may credit the Warld has not baried her T7: alent neither, 

This is, Mr. Befitley, alt Tcan ſay in behalf of my Flay': Wherefore 
Tthrow it into.Your Arms, make the beſt of if you can; praiſe it to your 
Cuſtomers ; Sell ten thouſand of them if poſſible, and then you will com- 
pleat the wiſhes of SE, | | 


Your Friend and Servant, 
THO. OTWAY. 


"_ ® - 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


þ 3m Beaugard : Mr. Betterton, 
A Courtine- __ - Mr. Smith. 
Sir Davy Dunce © Mr. Nokes. 
Sir Folly Fumble My. Leigh. 
Fourbin, A Servant to 
' Beaugard 5 Ar. JO. 
: . Blaody-Bones. = Mr. Richards. 
Vermin A.Servant to Sir > 
"a | ” A Day. 
- Lady Dunce - Mrs. Barry. : 
Sylvia | Mrs. Price. 
Maid. : | | 
A Conſtable, and Watch. 
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ACT I SCENE F-- 


| F | bod ; =" (? 47 « ** $3" 
Enter Beaugard, Courtine, 'and Foutbin, - + 


Pox o? Fortune! Thou art always teizing me about Fortune : 

Thou" riſeſt in a Morning with il] luck in thy Mouth; Nay, 

never eateſt a Dinner, but thou ſigheſt two hours after it, 

with thinking where*to get the next. ' Fortune be damn'd, 

ſirice the Worlds ſo wide. Ws gs A 

Cour, As wide as it is, *tis ſo throng'd and .cramm'd with Knaves and 
Fools, that an honeſt man can hardly get a living in it, - _. | 

Beau. Do, rail, Courtine, do, it. may get thee.employment., , . 

Cour. At youl ought to-rail;'*twas your fault we left our, Employ - 
ments abroad to come home; and be Loyal, and now, we as Loyally fate 
2: I. _ | - 

* Bean Did not thy Anceſtors do it before thee, man ? I tell thee, Loy-. 
alty and ſtarving are all one : The old Cavaliers got ſuch a trick of it in 
the Kings Exile, that their Poſterity could never thrive ſince. 

Cour. 'Tis a-fine Equipage-I am like to be reduc'd to, I ſhall be 
ere long as greaſy as an Aſatia Bully; this a flopping Hat, pinn'd up 
on one fide, with- a ſandy weather beaten Perruque,' dirty Linnen, and 
to compleat the Figure, along ſcandalous Iron Sword jarring at my heels, 
like a— : nl 

Bear. 'Snarling thou meaneſt like it's Maſter. | Ss 

Cour. My Companion's the worthy Knight, of the moſt Noble Order - 
of the Poſt : | your Peripatetick Philoſophers of the Temple-walks, Rogues 
in Rags; and- yet not honeſt: Villains that undervalue Damnation, will 
forſwear themſelves for a Dinner, and hang their Fathers for half a 
Crown. . . "I | 

Bean. 1 am aſham'd to hear a Souldier talk of ſtarving, 

\ .Cour, Why, what ſhall 1 do ? I cart ſteal f — — _ | 
. Beau, Though thou canſt not ſteal, thou haſt other vices 'enough for 
any Induſtrious young fellow to live comfortably upon; ' 

Cour. What would(t thou have turn Raſcal, and run cheating up _ 

; | | : and 
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_ _ and down. the Towy for a livelihood? Lwould-ne- more—keep a- Block- 
| head company, and_endure his Nauſcous non-ſenſe-in-hopes-to-get him, 
then I would be a drudge to an old Woman, with Rheumatick Eyes, 
hollow Teeth, and ſtinking-breath, for Penſion : Ofall Rogues I would 
not bea Foolmonger. 

Beau. How well this niceneſs becomes thee! I'd fain ſee thee een turn = 
Parſon in a * purpoſe, ron 'rail at all thoſe vices'which þ know) thon na- ® 
turally art*fot hy inp ely an Old Ladies penifion need-fiot be ſo | 
deſpicabfe 99. of a disbanded Officer, as times go, friend. 

Cour, 1 am glad, Beaugard, you think fo. 

Bean.” why thou fhalt think ſo too man, be ruFd by me, and PII bring 
thee into good company, Families, Courtine, Families, and-ſuch, Families, 
where foſmalityb ſcandal; and pletfſure is the bugneſs, where the Wo- 

men are all Wanton, and the Men are all Witty, you Rogue. 

Cour, What ſome off your Worſhips Wapping: acquaintance that you 
.made laſt time wi came over for recruits, and Spirited away your Land- 
ladies Danghter, a Volunteering with you: into: Fravee, 

_ ; DNEEAN thee, toni where Cuckoldom's in credir, and lewd: 
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NG Prithee, Jor'r, talk thus; Thad rather thou would'ſt tell me where 
hip Eevies are to. be raigd;, a.Pox of Whores when a man has not Money 
to make *em Corgfor rable. 

Beau. T tat ſhall ſhower upon os 1n abundance; and for-inſtance, know to 
hp EepHRnIng, araZement, all this droptour gf the Clouds to ts #15: _. 

Gold by this light !— — 71 p 

Foxrb. Qut of the Clouds !\—_— 

Beau, Ay,. Gold! does it no fi mel} of the ſweet fads that ſent it, ſmell 
_ you dog— [Zo Fourbin. 
1 Fourbin mes rothe handful of golg; and gathers 
ww | up: fome peeres i in.bis- Mouth, ; 

"Fowrb. Truly, Sir, 'of MITeR: {weetnelſs : and very refreſhing, 

| - "©da#; Dear, " Beanbard, if thou. haſt any goort- Nature i thee; if thou 
wboldinot liave ms hang my ſelf before my time, tell me where.the De- 
vil haunts that helpt thee to-this; that | may go make's- HATgaen with him - 
preſently - Wt » ſpeak, or 1 am-a loſt, Man. 

Bean, W Ou mult know. this Devil —_ t rhvs. given my; Soul 
to already, bY muſt I ſuppoſe have.my ;body:very, ſpeceily,-Jives tknow 
ndt-. where, and. may for ought I know be a Teal-Devil, | but if+ it be, *tis 
the beſt natur*d Devil under Bee/zebubs dominion, that PII fear to. 

Cour, But how.came the Gold, then ?- ;: 

Bear, To deal freely with my Friend, E am lately happen'd: ipto-the ac- 
quaintance. of a yery. Reverend Pimp, 25 fing a diſcreet, ſober, gray-bear- 

ded* 61d Gentleman as one woutd wiſh-zi ias;gpeda natur'd;publick: Spiri- 
ted Perſon as the N2tion holds; one that. is never ſo happy 4s when he 
is brm ig good people toget her, and PG: ciy1l _— —— | 
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betwixt the Sexes : Nay, rather than want cmplonten We o from 
one end of the Town to tother to procure my Lords little-Dog to bt 
civil to my-Ladies little languiſhing Bitch. hte 524i 

Cour. A very worthy Member of the Common-Wealth! 

Bean. This noble Perſon one day ——— but Fourbjn can give you 2a 
more particular account of the matter ; ſweet Sir, if you pleaſe tell us 
the ſtory of the firſt encounter betwixt you and Sir Jolly Fumble, you 
muſt know thar's his Title ? | - 

Fourb. Sir, it ſhall be done———walking one day upon the Piazza a- 
bout three of the Clock 'Pth* After-Noon, to get me a'Stomach to 'my 


| dinner, I chanc'd to encounter a Perſon of goodly preſence, and worthy 


appearance, his Beard and Hair white, grave and comely, his. coun- 
tenance ruddy, plump, {mooth and chearful; who perceiving me alſo 
equipt as I am with a Meen and Air which might well inform him, 
I was a'Perion of no inconſiderable quality, came very reſpeQfully 
vÞ. to me, andafter the uſual ceremonies between Perſonsof parts and 
breeding had paſt, very humbly enquired of me what is it a Clock—]I pre- 
ently underſtood by the queſtion, that he was a man of parts and buſt- 
neſs, told him, I did preſume it was at moſt but nicely turn'd of three. 

Beau, Very Conrt-like, civil, quaint, and new, I think. '', ©. 

Fourb. The'freedom of commerce increaſing, after fome little *incon- 
ſiderable queſtions poxr poſſer le remps, and ſo he was pleaſed to offet me 
the courtelie of a glaſs of Wine - 1 told him I very ſeldom drank; but if 
he ſo pleas?d, I wonld do my ſelf the honour to preſent him with adiſh 
of meat at aneating Houſe hard by, where I had an intereſt. | 

Cour, Very well: I think this Squire of thine, Beaugard, Is as accom- 
pliſht a Perſon as any of the employment I ever ſaw, © 

Beau. Let the Rogue go on. mm 

Fourb, In ſhort, we agree*d and went together. as ſoon as we entred 
the Room: I am your moſt humble Servant, Sir, ſays he- [ am 
the meaneſt of your' Vaſlals, Sir, faid I-—I am very happy in lighting 
iato the acquaintance of ſo worthy a Gentleman as you appear to be, 
Sir, ſaid he again——worthy, Sir Folly, then came T upon'him again on 
rother ſide (for you maſt know by that time I had, gropr out his Title) 
I kiſs your hands from the Bottom of my heart, which I ſhall be always 
ready to lay at your Feet, 

Cour, Well, Fourbin, and what reply*d the Knight then ? 

Fourb. Nothing, he had nofhing to ſay; his ſetiſe was tranſported with 
admiration of my parts; ſo we ſat down, and after ſome pauſe, 'he deſi- 
red to know by what title he was to diſtinguiſh the perſon that had' fo 
highly honoured him Sheng | 

Bean, That is as much as to fay, Sir, whoſe Raſcal you were. 

Fourb. . Sir, you may make as bold with your poor Slave as you pleaſe- 
| told him thoſe that knew me well were pleaſed to call me the 
Chevalier Fowbin, that 1 was a Cadel of the Ancient Family of the Four- 
binoisz and thatT had had the honour . of ſerving the great Monarch of 
France in his Wars in Flanders, where I contrafted great Familiarity, 
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4 The Souldiers Fortune. 
| and Intimacy with a gallant Officer of the Frgizſh Troops in that ſer- 


vice, One:Captain Beawugara, & 03 35 11661 | 

' Feau, Oh, Sir, you did me-too-much honour, what. a true bred 

Rogue's this! — WER 

” Corr. Well, but the Money, Fourbin, the Money. 

_ Four, Beaugard,, hum Beaugard, ſays he !-—ay it muſt be ſo, —a black 

man, is he not ?—ay, ſays I, blackiſh-—a dark brown——-full Fact— 

yes—a ly ſubtle obſerving eye ?—the ſame——a ſtrong built well 

made. man *-—right — a devilliſh fellow fora Wench, a devilliſh fel- 

low for a wench, 1 warrant. him; a thundring Rogue upon occaſion, Beau-- 

gard! a thundring fellow for a Wench,I muſt be acquainted with him. 
Cour. But to the money, the money man, that's the thing I would be 

acquainted withal. 

_ Beau. This civil: Gentleman of the Cheyaliers acquaintance comes 
yeſterday morning to my Lodging, and ſeeing my Picture in Minature 
vpon the Toylet, told m2 with the greateſt extaſie in the World, © that 
was the thing he came to meabout: he told me there was a Lady of 
his acquaintance had ſome favourable thoughts of me, and I gad, ſays he, 
ſhe's a hummer, ſuch a boa Roba ah-h-h. So without more ado begs 
me to lend it him till dinner (for we concluded to eat together) ſo away 
he ſcuculed with as great joy as if he had found the Philoſaphers ſtone. 

, Conr. Very well. S 

Beau. At Lockets we met again : where after a thouſand grimaces, to 
ſhew how much he was plcas'd, inſtead of my Picture, preſents me with 
the contents aforeſaid; and told me the Lady defired me to accept of 
*em for the Picture, which ſhe was much tranſported withall, as. well as 
with the Original. O- | 

Cour, Hah - — | 

Beau... Now., whereabouts this taking quality lies in me, the Devil 
take me Ned if I know : But the Fates Ved, the Fates ! | 

Cour, A_ Curſe on the Fates ! Of all Strumpets Fortune's the baſeſt, 
*twas. Fortune made me a Souldier, a Rogue in Red, the grievance of 
the Nation, Fortyne made the peace juſt when we were upon the brink 
of a War;. then. Fortune, disgbanded 'us, and loſt us two Months pay: 
Fortune gave us Dcbentures inſtead of ready Money, and by very good 
Fortune ] ſold mine, and loſt heartily by it, in hopes the grinding il[- 
natur*d dog that bought it wilk never-get a ſhilling for?t — 
-.-Beau., Leave. off thy railing for ſhame, 'it looks like a Cur that barks - 
for want of bones , come times. may mend, and an honeſt Souldier be in 
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* Cour Theſe greaſe, far, unweildy wheeting Rogyes that live at home, 
and brood over their bags, when a fit of fear's upon em, then if-one of 
us paſs but by, all the Family is ready at the door to cry, Heavens 
"bleſs you, Sir, the Laird go along with you. 
Beau., Ah good men; what pity *ris ſuch proper Gentlemen ſhouldeever 
be out of Employment. . mhSs | B44 = 
Cour, But when the" bugneſs 1s over, then every Pariſh Bayd- that 
goes 


— he eee AE EOS 
ZR dnt EPPS ni; 0B Up naes eY 3 


eh EE. EI | > = OR Pa 15. OR 


ee rae a 


| te SDOBAINS i teertt> aA Ae AA A 
. , 4 


Fil nRA 


The Souldiers Fortunes c 

goes but to a Conventicle twice a Week, and pays but ſcot and. lot 
to the Pariſh, ſhall roar out fough, ye Lowſy Red-coat rake-hells/ hout 
ye Caterpillars, ye Locuſts of the Nation ; you are the Dogs that would 
enſlave us al}, plunder our Shops, and raviſh our Daughters, ye Scoun- 
drels. ' - ; _..: 
Beau, I muſt confeſs raviſhing ought to be regulated, it would de- 
ſtroy commerce, and many a good- Sober - Matron about this Town 
might loſe the ſelling of her Daughters Maiden-head, which were a 
great grievancs to the people, and a particular Branch of Property-loſt, 
Fourbin, 

Four. Your Worſhips pleafure. 

Beau. Run like a Rogue as you are, and try to find Sir Jolly, and 
defire him .to meet me at the blew Poſts in the Hay-market about 12, 
-we'il Dine together ; I muſt inquire farther into yeſterdays adventure ; 
in the mean time, Med, heres half the prize to be doing withal, old 
friends mult preſerve Correſpondence; we have ſhar?d good Fortune 
together, and bad ſhall never part us. 

Cour. Well, thou wilt certainly die in a Ditch for this, haſt thou 
no more grace then, to bea true Friend, nay topart with thy money 
to thy Friend; I grant you, a Gentleman may ſwear and lye for his friend, 
pimp. for his Friend, hang for his Friend, and ſo forth; but to part 
with ready money is the devil. ; 

Bean. Stand aſide, either I am miſtaken, or yonder?*s Sir Jolly com- 
ing ; now Courtine, will I ſhew thee the Flower of Knighthood: Ah, Sir 


Folly. 
Enter Sir Jolly. —— 

Sir Fol, My Hero. my Darling! my Ganimedei how doſt 'thon ? 
Strong ! wanton ! Iluſty / rampant! hah, ah, ah! She's thine Boy, odd 
ſhe's thine, plump, ſoft, ſmooth, wanton ! hah, ah, ah! Ah Rogue, ah 
Rogue! here's ſhoulders, here's ſhape ! there's a Foot and Leg, here's 
a Leg, here%s a Leg——Qua a-a-a-a. | 

[Squeaks like a Cat,, and tickles Beaugard?s Lec, 

Cour. What an old Goat's this! 

Sir Fol.. Child, Child, Child, who's that 2 A' Friend of thine ! a 
friend o thine? A pretty fellow, odd a very pretty fellow, and a ſtrong 
dog Iil warrant him, how dot do dear heart ? prithee let mg kiſs thce, 
Ill ſwear and vow I will kiſs thee, ha, ha, he, he, he, he, a Toad, a 
Toad, oh Toa-a-a-ad—— 

Cour. Sir I am your humble Servant, 

Beau, But the Lady, Sir Folly, the Lady, how does the- Lady, what 
jays the. Lady, Sir-Jolly ? - 

Sir Fol. W hat ſays the Lady ! why ſhe ſays-——ſhe ſays —odd ſhe has 
a delicate Lip, ſuch a Lip, ſo red, ſo hard, ſo plump, ſo blub; 1 
fancy I am eating Cherries every time I think on*'t——and fer her 
Neck apd Breaſts, and her——odds life; Pll ſay no-more, 'not a word - - 
more, but I know, I know —— | 

Beaw. | am forry for that with all my Heart ; do you know, ſay 

you,.. 
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you, Sir, and would you put off your mumbled. orts, your offal upon me--- 
Sr Fol. Huſh, huſh, huſh” have a care, as 1 live and breath, not 
I, alack and well a day, 7 am a poor old fellow, decay*d and done : All's 
gone with me, Gentlemen, but my good Nature ; odd / love to know 
how matters go, though, now and then, to ſee a pretty Wench and a 
young Fellow Towze and Row7e and Frouze and Mowze ; odd 7 love 
2. young, fellow dearly, faith dearly— | 

Cour. This is the molt extraordinary Rogue, ever met withall. 

: Beau; But Sir Folly, in the firſt place, you muſt know, 7 have ſworn 
never to marry. | 

Sir Jol. I would not have thee man, 7 am a Batchelour my ſelf, and 
been a Whore-Maſter all my life, beſides ſhe's married already man, her 
Husband?s an old greaſfie, uwntoward, ill-natur*d, {loyvenly, Tobacco- 
taking Cuckold; but plaguy Jealous. | 

Beau. Already a Cuckold, Sir Folly, _ 

Sir Fol. No, that ſhall be, my Boy, thou ſhalt make him one, and 
PII pimp for thee dear heart, and ſhan't 7 hold the door, ſhawt / peep 
hah, ſhawr 7, you devil, you little dog ſhawt 7? 

Beau. What is it, 1d not grant to oblige my Patron ? | 

Sir Fol. And then doſt hear, 7 have a lodging, for thee in my ow 
houſe ; dolt hear old Soul, in my own houſe; She lives the very next 
door man, there's but a Wall to part her Chamber and thine, and 
then for a peep-hole, odds fiſh.7 have a peep-hole for thee ; ?sbud 1 
ſhew thee, Þll ſhew thee —— 

Bean. But when, Sir Jolly, Tam in haſte, impatient. 

Sir Fol. Why this very night man ; poor Rogue's in haſte, poor 
Rogue ; but hear you 

Cour, The matter ? 

Sir Fol. Shan't we dine together ? 

Beau, With all my heart. 

Sir Fol. The Maw begins to empty, get you before, and beſpeak 
Dinner at the Blew Poſts ; while 1 ſtay behind and gather up a difh 
of Whores for a deſert. | 

Cour, Be ſure that they be lew?d, drunken, ſtripping Whores Sir Folly, 
that won't be affeftedly ſqueamiſh and troubleſome. | 

Str Fol, I warrant you. * | , 

Cour. Þ love a well diſciplin'd Whore, that fliews all the tricks of her 
profeſlion with a wink, like an old Souldier that underitands all his Ex- 
erCiſe by beat of Drum. | 

Sir Fol. A Thief, fayeſt thon ſo! 7 muſt be better acquainted 
with that fellow ; he has a notable Noſe; a hard brawny Carle 
true and truſty, and mettle P11 warrant him, | 

Beau. Well, Sir Folly, you'l not fail us ? 

Sin Fol, Fail ye! am 7 a Knight? hark ye Boys- I'll muſter this 
evening, ſych a-Regiment of Rampant, Roaring, Royſterous Whores, 
that ſhall make more noiſe than if all the Cats. in-the Hay-Market 


were in conjunction : Whores ye Rogues, that ſhall ſwear —_— 
rink 


LM 


_ what, Monſieur Courtine newly come to Town, odds ſo: 


Fhe Souldiers: Fortune: - 
drink with you, talk Bawdy: with'you, fight with yon, ſcratch with 
you, lye with you,and go t6 the Devil with you; ſhan't we'be'very merry, 
hah !- V2 | | ; 8 ks ) o 4 A 

Cour. As merry as Wine, Women and Wickednefs can make us. - 

Sir Fol, Odd that's well ſaid again, very well ſaid, as merry as. 
Wine, Womerr and'Wickedneſs can make us: I love a fellow that is 
very wicked dearly z methinks there's a ſpirit in him, there's a ſort of 
a tantara, rara, tantara, rara, ah, ah-h-h, well, and won't ye, when the 


Women come, won't ye, and ſhall I not ſeea little ſport amongſt you; 


| well get ye gone; ah Rogues, ah Rogues, da, da, Ill be with you, da, 


hs LExennt Beaugard and. Courtine. . 


Enter ſeveral Whores, and three Bullies. 
1 Bul. In the name of Satan what Whores are thoſe in their Copper 


trim, yonder ? | P3- 
i Who. Well ll ſwear, Madam, _*cis the.fineft Evening : I love the 


Mall, mightily. 

2 $ul, Let's huzza the Bulkers. | 

2 Who. Really, and ſo do I; becauſe there's always good company, 
and one -meets with ſuch Civilitys from every body. 


3 Bul. Damn'd Whores, hout ye filthies. 
3 Whor. Ay, and then I love extreamly to. ſhew my ſelf here, when 


I am very fine,.to vex thoſe poor Devils that call themſelves Vertues, and 
are very ſcandalous and Crapiſh, P11 ſwear ;, O crimine, who's yonder ! 
Sir Jolly Fumble, T vow. | | | 

1 Byl. Fogh! Let's leave the naſty Sowes to-Fools, and Diſcaſes. 

1 hor, Oh Papa, Papa where have you been this two days, Papa 2 

2 Who, You are a precious Father indeed, td take no more care of yaur 
Children : We mightbe dead for all you, you naughty Daay, you. 

Sir Fol. Dead; my-poor Fubſes! odd 1: had rather all the Relations 
I have were dead, a. dad I had: Get you gone you little Devils Bubbies;: 
oh Law there”'s Bubbies ! odd. ITT bite *tm,, odd 1 will 

i Whor, Nay, fye, Papa; I ſwear you'l make me angry, except you 
carry us,. and treat us to Night, you have promis'd mea treat this 
Week, won't you Papa ? - | 


2 Wher. A, won't, you Dad? | | 
Sir Fel, Odds ſo, odds fo, welt remember*d! get you gone, dont 


- ſtay talking; get you gone, yonders a great Lord, the Lord Beaugard, 


and his Couzin the Baron, the Count, the Marquis, the Lord knows. 
3 Whor. Oh Law, where Dady,: where ? Oh dear, a Lord, 
1 Whor, Well you are the pureſt Papa; but when be dey mun, 


..Sir Foly. I wort tell you, you Jipſies, ſo I wow except you - 
tickle me——*$bud they.are brave fellows, all Tall, and not a bit ſmall, odd : 
one. of *em has a devilliſh deal of Monie, 4 

| | 1 Wbor, 
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The Souldiers Fortune. "=p 
1 Whor, Oh dear, but which is he, Papa. | 
2 Whor. Shai 1 be in Love with him, Daaby. 


Sir Fol. What n0 body tickle me ! nobody tickle me ? not yet, tickle me a. 


little Mally—tickle me alittle Fenny—do, He he he he he he 
[They tickle him. 
No more, oh dear, oh dear ! poor Rogues, ſo ſo, -no more, nay, if you 
do, if you do, odd PlI Pl PI 
3 Who. What will you do trow. ET 
Sir Fol. Come along with me, come along with me, ſneak after 
me at adiſtance, that no body take notice, Swinging fellows Mally— 
Swinging fellows Jerry, a Devilliſh deal of Monie, get you afore me then 
you little dippappers, ye tell ye wagtails, get you gon,,I ſay ſwing- 
ing fellow? 


[Excunt Sir Jolly, with the Whores. 
Enter Lady. Dunce and Sylvia. 


Lady D. Dye a Maid Sylvia: fie for ſhame! 'what a ſcandalous re- 
ſolution's that; five thouſand Pounds to your Portion, and leave it all 
to Hoſpitals, far the innocent recreation hereafter of leading Apes in 
Hell, fie for ſhame! - 

Sylvia. Indeed ſuch another charming Animal as your Conſort, Sir 
- David might do much with me; *tis an unſpeakable bleſling to lye all 
night by a Horſe-load of diſeaſes; a beaſtly, unſavoury, old, groaning, 
grunting, wheazing Wretch, that ſmells of the Grave he's going to al- 
ready, from ſuch a curſe, and Hair-Cloath next my skin, good Heaven 
deliver me ! 

Lady D. Thou miſtakeſt the uſe of a Husband, Sylvia: They -are 
not meant for Bedfellows; heretofore indeed *rwas a fulſome- faſhion, 
to ly ir A with a Husband, but the world's improv*d, and Cuſtoms 
altere 

Sylv. Pray inſtrut then what the uſc of a Husband is. 

Lady. D. Inſtead of a Gentleman-Uſher for Ceremonies ſake to be 
in waiting on ſet days, and particular occaſions ; ; but the Friend Cozen 
is. the Jewel unvaluable. 

Sylv. But, Sir David, Madam, will be difficult to be ſo Govern'd, 
I am miſtaken if his N ature is not. tob jealous to be blinded. 


. Lady D. So much the better, of all, the jealous Fool is eaſieſt to _ 


be deceiv'd : For obſerve, where there”s jealouſie there's always -fond- 
neſs. which if a Woman, as ſhe ought to do, will make the right uſe 

of, the Husband*s fears ſhall not ſo awake him on one ideas his dotage 
ſhall blind him on the other. 

Sylv, Is your Piece of ny ſuch a doting Doddle, is heſo very 
fond of you? 

Lady D. No, but he has the vanity to think that I am very fond 
of him, and if he be jealous, *tis not.ſo -much for fear I do abuſe, as 
that in time I may, and therefore impoſes this confinement rf We, 

thoug 


VINLY, 


. dealt freely,,an acknowledged fot 


 Party,l have had.hopes. $, twelve-month to have heard 0 


"i noni be my- fa S wu 
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chongh he has,other diyertiſements. that, take him. off fram my injoyment Hh 
which make him fo loathſome no Woman but mult hate him. , . 

Silo. His private divertiſements I am,a ſtranger to.” _ 

Lady D. Then for his Perſon tis incomparably odious, he has fuch a a 
breath; - one kiſs of him' wete enough to cure the hits of the Mother, "tis 
worſe then Aſa-farida. | Wc 
, Sato, .Oh, hideous ! | 

' Lady D.” Every thing that's vaſty he affes, clean Linnen he fays is 
unwhaleſame, and to make him more-charming, he's continually eating 
of Garlick-and RESTO, Tobacco. ; 

_Silv, Fogh - / this is loye,”_thisis the bleſſing of Matrimony. 

Lady D, Rail not {9 PAT COPY: againſt love, Silvia: As1T have 

ee the paſſion I have for Beangard, 1g 
methinkss Sz fe no.conceal er. good: ttipyghts of her Friend, do 
ndt Tknow Fourtine tic 2 Your omach,? 

S:lv, 1f hedges, VII aſſure you he ſhall never get to my heart, but can 
you have the. Conſciencetp love another man now youare married ? what 


. do you think will become of you ? ' 


Lady D. 1 tell thee, Silvia, I never was married to that Engine we 
have,been talking. of, my. Parents indeed made me ſay ſomething,;to him 
after a Prie% ONCE but my. heart went. not along with my tongue, I min- 
ded not. what it was; for my nity, S:tvia, for theſe ſeven years have 
been much better imploy*d— Beatigard! { Ahcurſe on the day that 
firſt ſent-him into France! 

' Sibv, Why ſo, 1 beech you?, ; | | 

* Laay D. Had" he ſtay*d here, \T had not been ſacrificed to. the Arms 
of this.mon ment of Man, for the bed of death could not. be more cold, 
then his has ell, he would have deliyered me'from the Monſter, for even 

then I loved him, and was apt to think my kindneſs not neglected. 

S:tv, 1 find indzed your Ladyſhip had good thoughts of him. 

Lady D,. Surely. "Us impoſſible to think too well of him, for he has wit 
enqugh to call.hi $ good nature in queſtion, and yet good natureenough 
to make his, wit. = ſſpected, 

*Silv. Biit how do you hopeever to Set fight of him, Sir David's watch- 
fulneſs i is invincible,. I dare ſwear he wou?d ſmell out a Rival if he were 
in.the houſe only by aatara Inſtinct, as ſome that always ſweat when a 

ts 1 in. the Room, then again, Þ caugards a Souldier, and that's a thing 
The old Gentleman you now "ov s dearly. | 

Lady D. Therehi fs © Tort of my 1wneaſje life, he is one 
of thole Fools forfooth, by the Noſe by Knaves torail againſt 
the King and the: Gorge, tht is mightily fond of being thought of a 

his Fog in 


the Gate-Houſe for rea on. | 
7 But | find o SO, yourſelf the £2900 ner all this while. 
nt” fndged*l af 0, but Fortune 1 hops, wil tat 
In miſchievous d n Frith all my heart. Os 
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10 The Souldiers' Fortune. 
'" Lady D, The concluſion, Madam, | may turn, to your fatisfaQtion, but - 
you bave no thouphrs of Cagrimr ITED TS 
- Sylv. Not [, Vf affare you, Cozen- eh ka " em 
A Linh D. You don't think him well ſhap'd, ftreight and proportion- 
outing he eats but once a Wee k, the man is well enough. 
. Lady D. And then wears his Cloaths you know filthily, and like a hor- 
rid Sloven. 0 | CHEN PETTIVIT 3 8 
Sytv. Filthily enough of all Conſcience, with a thred-bare Regd-Coat, 
which his Taylor duns him for to this day,over which a great broad grea- 
ſie Buff Belt, enough to turn any ones ſtomach but'a dicPangded Souldier ; 
a Perruque ty*d up in a knot, to excuſe its want.of combing, and then be- 
caufe he has been a Man at. Arms, he muſt wear two Tuffles of aBeard'for- 
Tooth, to lodge a dunghill of fauff upgn,to keep bis Noſe in good humopr. 
Lady D. Nay, now I am ſliire thar thou lovgſt him. , " 
Sylv. So far from it, that [ proteſt eternally againſt the whole Sex. 
Lady D. T hat time will beſt demonſtrate, inthe mean while to 'our 
bulineſs. * "ES DIGN So 0 | | 
INST... EEE Eun... 
Lady D. To night muſt 1 ſee Beaugard, they are this minute at Dinner 
in the Hay-marketz now to make my evil Genius, that haunts me every 
where, my thing called a Husband, himſelf to afliſt his poor Wife at a 
dead hft, I think wonld not be unpleaſant. - | 
Sylv, But *twill be impoſſible. | ne INN 
Lady D. 1 am apt to be perſwaded, rather very eafie, ,you know .our 
good and friendly Neighbour, Sir Zoly.” 
Sytv. Oyt on him beaſt, he's always ing AIthily foa body, if he fits 
but ar the table with one, he'l be making naſty figuresin the Napkins. 
Lady D. He and my ſweet yoke-fellow-are the molt intimate frignds 
in the world, ſd that partly out of neighbourly kindnefs, as well as the 
great delight he takes to be medling in matrers,of this nature, with a 
great deal of pains and induſtry procared me Rappers Picture, and gi- 
ven him to underſtand how. well a Frignd of his kn Petticoats, cal®d_ my 
ſelf, wiſhes him. | 1 eee On, 
Sy/v. But what?s all this to the making the Husband inſtrumenzal, for 
I-myſt confeſs of all creatures a Husband's the thing thar's gdious to me. 
Lady D.' That muſt be done this night: PH inſtantly 9 mychamber, 
take my bed in a pet, and ſend-for Sj" Pavia, 
Sytv. But which way then maſt the Lover cotje?. | - 
* Lady D. Nay, Vll betray Beaugard to him, ſhes him the Picture he 
ſent me, and beg of him as he tenders his own hohour, and my quiet, to 
take ſome courſe to ſecure me from the ſcandalous' ſolicitations of that. 
ROSE FENG ao Ein bolt; , 
..Sylv, And fo.make him the property, the go-betwern,, to bring the 
:4ffir to ah iflie the more decent] PR er an 9d TORS 7 
Lady D. Right, Sylvia, tis the-beſt vifice'a Fusband Gn do a Wife; 
I mean an old husband ; bleſs us,to by yoR'd inWedlo © with a eek 
7 COUgung 


Y 


The Souldiers Fortune, IT 
conghing deerepid Dotrell,to be a'dry Nurſe all ones life time to an old 
Child of fixty- five, to lyeb _—_ Death a whole night, a dull im- 
moveable, that has no ſenſe of life,but throngh it's pains; the Pidggon's 
as h 'that*s laid to'a fick mans feet, when the world has given him 0- 
ver ; for my part this ſhall henceforth be my Prayer, ' 7 T.: * 


Curſt be the memory, nay double curſt, | 
Of her that wedded Age for Intereſt firſt ; — 
Though worn with years, with frhitleſs wiſhes full, 
i. ?PTis dll daytroubleſome, and atl night dull. 

." © Who wed with Fools indeed lead happy lives, 
Fools are the fitteft- fneſt things for Wives ; 
Yer old mien Profit bring,. as Fools bring eaſe, 

Anid both make Youth and Wit much better pleaſe. 
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Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, Courting, aud 
Fourbin. | 


Court, T R Folly is the glory of the Age. 
Sir Fol. Nay now Sir you honour me too far. | 
Beau. He's the delight of the young, and wonder of the old. 

. Sir Fol. 1 ſwear Gentlemen you make me bluſh. 

Cour, He deſerves a Statue in Gold, at the charge of the Kingdom. 

Sir Fol. Out upon*t, fye for ſhame: I proteſt I'll leave your company 
if you talk ſo; but faith they were Whores, daintily dutiful Strumpets, 
ha! udds-bud, they d——have ſtript for other Bottle. 

Beau, Truly, Sir Folly, you are a man of very extraordinary diſci- 
pline, I never ſaw Whores under better command in my life. . 

. Sir Fol. Piſh, that*s nothing man, nothing, I can ſend for forty bet- 
ter when I pleaſe, Doxies that will skip, ſtrip, leap, trip, and do any thing 
in the world, any thing old Soul. 

Cour, Dear, dear Sir Jolly, "where and when ? 

Sir Fol. Odd as {imply as I ſtand here, her Father was a Knight. 

Beau. Indeed Sir Folly, a Knight ſay you ? | 

Sir Jol. Ay, but a little decay*d, Ill aſſure you ſhe's a very good 
Gentlewoman born. | | 

Corr. Ay, and a very good Gentlewoman bred too. 

Sir Fol. Ay, and ſo ſhe is. : 

Beau. Bur Sir Jolly, how goes my buſineſs forward, when ſhall T have 
a view of the quarry I am to fly at ? C2 Sir 
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Sir Jol, Alas q hay, not fa beſt olang ſuis I beleech you, baby 
little Son of thnhger, if the ail £0, 4Þy arms, now between @ pair 
of ſheets, Ant 1 8h rþ6 Bed, 


Þ 
x HLG1FQ,, 

ed Plcoie WIE? "Dog a8 parte ing ppm iohd ni 
doings, oh Law; I under. the Bed! oo 4 

Beau, Or behind the hangings, Sir Folly, would not that do as well ? 

Sir Fol. Ah no, under the Bed aggialt the world, and thenrit would 
be very dark, hah? Lage ah 43 ED 

Beau, Dark toghuſe.. N11. - vet Ad EET TH FRE 

Sir Fol. No,butalititeli git. wo uld do. well,a ſmall Glimmexing Lamp, 
Juſt enough for me to ſteal a, eep by; oh lamentable ! oh lawefrtable, I 
won't ſpeak a word more, there would be a trick ! 'oh rare {you friend, 
- ohrare! odds ſo, not a word -more, odds ſo, -yonder comes the Mon- 
ſter that muſt be the Cuckold Elect, ſtep, ſtep afide, .and-obſerve him, 
if I ſhou'd be ſeen in your company, ?twou'd ſpoil all. 

Bear. For my part Il ſtand: the meeting of him; one way to pro- 
moteps-geod underſtanding with-a-Wite, is-firſt to get acquainted wittr 
her Husband. 


fair. play, Boyz geminj4-what 


"\ its 4 4 


, 7 Pougy 2 "OY 
Enter Sir David. 2 


Sir Da. Well of all bleſſings, a diſcreet Wife is the greateſt that can 
light upon a man of years ;. had d begn. marricd to any thing but an An- 


gel now, what a Beaſt had I beep by,this time, well, I am the happieſt 


old Fool! *ris an horrid Age that we live in, fo that an honeſt man can 
keep nothing to himſelf; if you have a good eſtate, every covetous 
Rogue is longing fort (truly 1 love, a good: eftatedearly|myfelf ;)-if 
you have a handſome Wife, eyery ſmooth fa&d Coxcomh will becombing. 
and cocking at her, ficſh flies are not lo troupleſame.to:the ſhambles;. as 
thoſe ſort of Inſefts are tothe Boxes in the Play-houſe : But vertune tis a 
great bleſling, an unvaluable treaſure, to tell me: her ſelf that a Villain 
had tempted her, and give me, the very Picture, the inchantment-that 
he ſent to bewitch hers. it Trikes medumb_ with;admirstipn ;: here*s the: 
Villain in Effigic. [Pulls ot;the. Pifture}., Odd a_very handiome; fellow; 
a dangerous Rogue 11! warrant him, ſuch feJlows.as theſgnow ſhouldi be 
fetter*d like unruly Colts, that they might not leap into other mens pa- 
' ſtures ; here*s a Noſe now, I cou'd find in my heart to cut it off, damn'd 
* Dog, to dare to preſume to make a Cuckold of a Knight! bleſs. us: what 
willthis world come to'! well poor Sir David,down,down; on _thyknees, 
and thank thy ſtars for this deliverance. . +». | 


Beau. *Sdeath what's that I ſee ? Sure ?tis the veryPifture which I ſent | 


by Sir Folly, if ſo, by this light, I am damnably Jilted. 
S:r Da, Butnow if —— 
' Bean, Surely he does not ſee us yet. 
Four. See you,Sir,why tie has but one eye,and we are on his blind fide; 
I'll dumb found him. _. | Lffrikes him on the ſhoulder. 
Sir Da, W ho the Devil's this ? Sir, Sir, Sir, who are-you, Sir ? - 
| | . * Bean. 


- 
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; Beau, Ay, ay, *tisthe ſame, >now a pox of atl. amorous adyentures, 
*5death 19 go beat thelmpertinerit pimp that drew meintothis fooling. 
Sir Da. Sir, methinks you are very:curious. | | 
-- Beau; Sir; perhaps I have an extraordinary reaſon to be'ſo. 

Sir-Da. And perhaps, Sir, I care not for:you, nor your Reaſons 
neither. | | 

Bear. Sir, if you are at leiſure,. I would beg the Honour to ſpeak 
with you. 

' Sir Da. With me, Sir ? What's your buſineſs with me ? 
 Beaus::1,wou?d/ not willingly be troubleſome; though it may be 1 am 
ſo at this time. | 
. Sir. Da. It may be fo too, Sir. | 

Bean, But to be known to ſo worthy a Perſon as you are, would be ſo 
great:an honour, ſo extraordinary a happineſs, that I could not avoid 
raking this opportunity of tend*ring you my Service. 

Sir Da. Smooth Rogue, who the Devil is this fellow ? (Aſede.) But 
Sir you were pleaſed to nominate buſineſs Sir, I deſire with what ſpeed 
-you can to know your buſineſs, Sir, that I may go about my buſineſs. . 

Bean. Sir, if I might with good manners, I ſhould be glad to inform 
my ſelf, whoſe Picture that is, . which you have in your hand, methinks 
it is very fine Painting. | 

S:7 Da. Picture, Friend, Picture / Sir, ?tis the reſemblance of a very 

- impudent fellow, they call him Captain - Beaugard forſooth, but he is 
in ſhort a rakehell, a poor lowzy beggarly disbanded Devil; do you 
know him friend ? 

- Bean, LIthink I have heard of ſuch a vagabond, . the truth on*t is he is 
a very impudeat fellow. * - | 
Sir Da. Ay, a damn*d Rogue. . 
- Beau, Oha notorious Scoundrel - 

Sir Da. 1 expe to hear he's hang'd by next Seſſions, 

Beau, The truth ont is, he has deferv'd it long ago ; but did youever 
ſee him Sir David ? OIL i 

| Sir iDa. Sir—— does he know me ? [Afrde. 

Beau, Becauſe I fancy that Mignature ts very like him, pray Sir,whence ” 

had it you ?—— 


| | [Compares the Pitture with Beaugard's Face, 

Sir Da; Had it, Friend ? had it ! whence had it I/ bleſs us / 
what have I done now, this the very Traytor himſelf, if he ſhould be de- 
ſperate now, and put his Sword in my guts! ſlitting my Noſe will 
be as:bad as that, 1 have but one eye left neither, and may be—— oh but 
this is the Kings Court, odd that's well remember?d, he dares not but be 
civil here; Pll try to out-huff him, whence had it you ? | 

Bean. Ay, Sir, whence had it you ? that*s Engliſh in my Countrie; 
Sir. - 

Sir Da. Go, Sir, you are a Raſcal, 

Bean, How! _- : 

Sir Da, 


VIWYTY | 
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Sir Da. Sir, I fay, you are a Raſcatl,;a-very impudent Raſcal, nay 1/11 
prove you to be a Raſcal, if you go tg che aat ;304 = : 

Beau, Sir, l ama Gentleman-:and -a Souldier./' i 46 0-7 

Six Da. So much the worſe, Soutdicrs have been Cnckald makers from 
the beginning ; Sir I care not-what you are; for ought 1 know you 
may be a come Sir, did [ never ſee you? anſwer me to-that, did- 
I never ſee you ? for ought1 know you may be a Jeſuit ; there were 
more in the laſt armie beſides you. oY 7:7 

Beau, Of your acquaintance, and be hang*d. * #7 

Sir Da. Yes to my knowledge, there were ſeveral at Hounſlow Heath 
diſguiſed in dirtie Petticoats, 2nd cry*d Brandy, I knew a Serjeant of 
Foot that was familiar with one of them all night in a Ditch, and fancy'd 
bim a woman, but the Devil is powerful. 

Bear. In ſhort, you worthy Villain of Worſhip, that Picture is mine, 
and I muſt have ic, or I ſhall take an opportunity to kick your Worſhip 
moſt inhumanly. of 92204 * z 

Sir Da. Kick Sir. | 

| Bean. Ay, Sir, kick, *tis a Recreation I can ſhew you. 

Sir Da. Sir, 1 am a free-born Subject of pw there are Laws, 
; look you; there are Laws ; (ſo | ſay you are a Raſcal again, and now how 
will you help your ſelf ? poor Fool. _. Þ-:7-) = 

Beau. Heark you Friend ,, have not you a Wife ? 

Sir Da. | bavea Lady, Sir, — ob, and:iſhe's mightily taken with this 
Picture of yours, ſhe was ſo mightily proud::of it, ſhe could not forbear 
ſhewing it me; and telling too who it was ſent it her. - 

Beau, And has ſhe been long a Jilt ? has ſhe praiſed the Trade-for 
any time? f 

Sir Da. Trade ! humph, what Trade ? what Trade ? Friend. 

Bean, Why the Trade of Whore and no Whore, Catterwauling in 
jeſt, putting out Chriſtian Colonrs, when ſhe's a Turk under Deck : A 
'curſe upon all honeſt women in the fleſh, that are Whores in the Spirit. 

Sir Da. Poor Devil, how he rails, ha, ha, ha, look you ſweet Soul, 
as I told you before, there are Laws, there are Laws, but thoſe are things 
not worthy your confideration : Beautie's your Buſineſs ; but dear vaga- 
bond, trouble thy ſelf no further about my Spouſe, let my Doxie' reſt 
in peace, ſhe's meat for thy Maſter, old boy ; 1 have my belly full of 


her every Night. : 
Beau. Sir, I wiſh all your Noble Family hang*d from the bottom 


of my heart. ; 
Sir Da, Moreover Captain Swaſh, I muſt tell you my Wife is an ho- 
neſt Woman, of a vertuous diſpoſition, one that I have loved from her 
Infancy, and ſhe deſerves it by her faithful dealing in this affair, for that 
ſhe has diſcover'd loyally to me the treacherous deſigns laid againſt he 
Chaſticy, and my Honour. | 
Beau. By this light the Beaſt weeps. | = @ 
Sir Da. Truly I cannot but weep for Joy; to think how happy I am 


in a ſincere faithful and loving Yoke-fellow, ſhe charg*d me too to tell 
| | you 


- 


UM 


Ti he Sali vieng' | | - Ie 


you into the bargain, that ſhe is uence ſakplof the moſt ſecret 


wiſhes of your heart. 

Bean. 1 "mn lad ant. 

Ser Da. that2tis her defire, that you would trouble your If no 
more. ral -_ matter. 


Bean. With all my.heart. 
Sir Da, But herice forward behave your ſelf with ſach diſcretion a as 


becomes a Gentleman. 


Bea. Oh to be ſure moſt exactly ! ! 
Sir Da. And let her alone to make the beſt uſe of thoſe innocent Free- 


doms / allow her, without putting her reputation i in hazzard. 


Bean. As how, [ beſeech you 
Sir Da. By your impertinent and unſeaſonable addreſs, 


Beau, And this news you bring me by a particular  commilſſion from 


your ſweet Lady. 
Sir Da, Yea Friend do, and ſhe hopes you'l be ſenſible, Dear heart: 


of her $00! meaning by it : theſe were her very words, I neither add nor 


diminiſh, for plain-dealing is my Miſtreſles friend. | 
\ Beau, Then alt the Curſes I ſhall think on this twelve-month light on 
her, and as many-more on the next'Foo} that grves'credit to the Sex. 
Sir Da. Well, certainly 1 am'the ha appict oad; how melancholly 
the Munkey ſtands now ? Poor Pag haft thon loſt her ? - 
Beau, Tobe ſo ſordid a Jilt,to betray me to ſuch a Beaſt as that,cari 


ſhe have any good thoughts of fuch a Swine ? Dam her, had ſhe abus'd 
me handſomly it had never vext me. 


Sir Da. Now Sir with your permiſſion '*ll take my leave. 
Bea. Sir, If you were goneto the Devil, Fho u'd think you very well 


Ciſpas'd of. 


' Sir Da, If you have any Letter, or other commendation to the Lady 
that was ſo charnd with your Reſemblance there, it ſhall be yery faith- 


| Fly conveyed by———, 


_ Beau: Fool. / 
" Sir Da, Your tumble' Servant, Sir, 1m gon, I fhall diſturb you no fur- 


he! your moſt humble Servant Sir. Ex. 
Bean. Now Poverty, PIagUGs Pox and Priſon fall chick upon the head 


| of thee, Fourbin, 


Fourb, Sir lJ— 

' Beau, Thou haſt been ari ; extravrdinary Rogue in thy time. 

. Fourb. l-hops 1 have loſt nothing in your Honours Service, Sir. 

Beau. Fjnd out ſome way to reyenge me on this old Raſcal, andif I 
do not make thee a Gentleman.- 

Fourb, That: you hgve been pleas'd to do long ago, [thank you; for 
I am fire you have not lefr me one ſhilling 1 my Pocket theſe two 
Months, 

Bean. Here, here $ for thee to Revel with all. 

Fourb. Will your Honour pleaſe to have his Throat'cyg? oF 


Bean, With all my heart. ODS | 
Fourb 


” 


0 Ie III; os FOCI IR PULSE 1. og 


a i rr nn OO 


Co. 


= —_ 


Cee a mn En 


16 The Souldiers Fortune.”, © 
.., Foyrb.,.Qr would you have. him:decently hang'd as his own door, and 
PE. out to the World he did it Fimett ? Sf PET ny * AX 
Beau. That wou*d do very well. 137 6h \ 
_Fourb. Qr I think [to proceed with more ſafety} a good ſtale 
were a very pretty Expedient. | ; Gn 
Bean, Excellent, excellent Forrbzn, 


-; Forb, Leave matiers to my diſcretion, .and if I'd0 not—— [Exit 
Bear. 1 know thou wilt, go, go about it, proſper and be fanious ; now 


ere I dare venture to meet Courtin again, will 1 go by ny ſelf, Tail for 
> , F LPS 1s. 1 4 ; © Wit 
an hour or two;: and\then be.good company. ,;.._ -* . of +77 
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1] Enter Courtine and Silvia. 


.. Slv.. Fake wy word Six, you had better give this buſineſs gver; I tell 
you there?s nothing in the World turns my Stomach ſo much as the man, 
that man-that; makes Love to me; Ineyer ſaw -qne of your Sex. ih, -my 
us make love, but he lookt fo like an Afs all the while, | that 1 bluſt'r 
;Cowrt. I am afraid, your, Ladyſhip thenis,one.oſ thoſe dangerous Crea- 
tures they call; She-wits, who are always ſqmightily taken with admi- 
ring themſelves, that nothing elſe js. worth their notice..,*.,- 5. 

Silv. Oh! who can be ſodul not to be raviſht [with that royſterous 


-  meen of yours? that ruffling Ayr in your gate, that ſeems to cry where- 


ere you go, . make room, here comes the Captain : that face, the which 
bids defiance to the Weather ; bleſs us!, if I'were a poor Fariners wife 
in the Conntry now, and you wanted Quarters, how would it fright nie? 
But, as, I am young, ;not very ugly; and one you never ſaw befpre, how 
LN On ones me. EE EE: ot os 
Court. Who can forbear to ſigh, look pale and languilh, where Beau-- 
ty and wit unite both. their forces to,cnſlaye a heart fo traftable as 
mine is. Firſt, for that modiſh ſwim of your Body, the victorious mo- 
tion of your Arms and Head, the toſs of your Fan, the glancing of rhe 
Eyes,. bleſs us! If I were a dainty fine. dreſt. Coxcomb, * yeh a great 
Eſtate and a little or no wit, vanity in abundance. an oat fot nothing, 
how would they melt and-ſoften me?_ but as I; #im a ſcandalous honeſt 
Raſcal, not Fool enough ts be your ſport, -tiot rich enough to be your 
prey, how glotingly they look upon me! a 
Silv. Alas, alas! what. pity*tis your honeſty ſhouldeyer do you hurt, 
or your, wit ſpoil your 2g pl mae S271: DO SOOT Þ 
: Court, Jult as much fair Lady, as that your Beauty ſhould” make. you 
be envied at , or your vertue provoke ſcandal. © 0 
- S:ilv. The morel look, the more Pm in love with you. | 
Court, The more look, themore 1 am out of Love with you. .. 
Sitv. How my heart ſwells when I ſee you? © ks 
Court, How my Stomach. riſes when I am near you! .- 


' 4 


FIN 
- 


Silv, Nay, then let's bargaifi operas ex nr Jong 
Core, Wil all ny heart; what ron NEE 
MEE Sitv, 


x 
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S:{v, Not to fall in love with each other, I aſlure you Monſieur Cap- 
tain. 
Court. But to hate one another conſtantly and cordially. 

Sitv. Always when you are drunk, 1 deſire you to talk ſcandalouſly of 
me. 
Court, Ay, and when I am ſober too, in return whereof when ere 
you ſee a Coquet of your acquaintance, and 1 chance to be named, be 
ſure you ſpit at the filthy remembrance, and rail at me as if you lov®d 


e. | 
S:lv. In the next place, when e're we meet in the all, I defire you 
to humph, pnt out your Tongue, make ugly mouths, laugh aloud, and 
look back at me. | 
Court, Which if I chance to do, be ſure at next turning to pick up 
ſome tawdry fluttering Fop or another. | 
Silv, That I made acquaintance with all at the Muſique-meeting, 
Court, Right, Jult ſuch another Spark to ſaunter by your ſide with 
his Hat under his Arm. | ; 
Sitv. Hearkning to all the bitter things I can ay to be revenged. 
Court. Whilſt the dull Rogue dare not ſo much as grin to oblige you, 
for fear of being beaten for it, when he is out of his waiting. : 
$;lv. Counterfeit your Letters from me. 
Court, And youto be even with rhe for the ſcandal, publiſh to all the 
World I offered to marry you. 
 Siltv, Oh hideous marriage / 
Court, Horrid, horrid marriage ! 
Silv. Name, name no more of it. 
Court, At that ſad word let's part. 
Silv. Let's wiſh all men decrepid, dull and filly, 
Court, And every Woman old and ugly. 
S:lv. Adieu ! 
Court, Farewell ! 


Enter a young fellow, affeitedly dreſt, ſeveral others with him. 


Silv. Ah me, Mr. Frisk! 
 Frich, Madamoiſel, Silvia! ſincerely as I hope ta be fav'd, the Devil 
take me, Dam me Madam, who's that ? 

Silv, Ha, ha, ha, hea. LEx:it with Frisk. 

Court, True to thy failings always Woman, how naturally is the Sex 
fond of a Rogue! What a Monſter was that fora Woman to delight in! 
now muſt I love her ſtill, tho? I know I am a Block-head fors, and ſhe'll 
uſe me like a block-head too, if 7 don't prevent her : what's to be done ? 
Pll have three Whores a day, to keep Love out of my head. 


Enter Beavgard. 


Beaugard, Well met again, how go matters ? Handſomly ! 
D Bear. 
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Bean. Oh very handfomly! had yon but ſeen how handſomly I was 
us'd juſt now, you would ſwear ſo. I have heard thee rail in my time, 
wou'd thou wouldft exerciſe thy talent a little at preſent. 

Court, At what ? 

Beau, Why canſt thou ever want a ſubject ? rail at thy ſelf, rail at me. 
deſerve to be raiPd at,fee there, what thinkeſt thou of that Engine, that 
moving lump of filthineſs, miſcalld a Man. | 
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A Clumſie fellow marches over the Stage areſt like an Officer. 


Court, Curſe on him for a Rogue, I know him. 


Beau, So. | 
 Conrt, The Raſcal was a Retailer of Ale but yeſterday, and now he 
; 3s an Officer and be bang'd; 2?ris a dainty fight in a morning to ſee him 


with his Toes turn'd in, drawing his Legs after him, at the head of a 
hondred luſty Fellows; ſome honeſt Gentleman or other ſtays now, be- 
caute that Dog had money to bribe ſome corrupt Collonel withall. 


Enter another gravely arteſt. 


Bean. T here,there?'s another of my acquaintance, he was my Fathers 
Footman not long ſince, and has pimpr for me oftner than he pray*d 
for himſelf; that good quality recommended him to a Noble-nians fcr- 
vice, which together with flattering, fawning, lying, ſpying and infor- 
ming, has rais*d him to an imployment of truſt and reputation, though 
the Rogue can't write his Name, nor read his neck Verſe, if he had 
occaſion. | | 

Court, *Tis as unreaſonable to expect a man of Senſe ſhould be pre- 
fer?d, as ?tis to think a Hector can be ſtout, a Prieſt religious, a fair 
Woman chaſt, or a pardon'd Rebcl loyal. 


Entcr two more ſeemins earneſtly in a; ſcour fe, 


Beau, That's ſeaſonably thought on, look there, obſerve but that 
Fellow on the right hand, the Rogue with the buſicſt Face of the. two, 
1?! rc!} thee his Hiltory; 

Court, I hope hanging will be the end of his Ziſtory, ſo well 1, like 
him at the firſt fight. ? | | 

Bear, He was born a Vagabond, and no Pariſh own'd him, 'his Fa- 
ther was as obſcure 2s his Mother publick, every body knew her,, and 
no body conld gueſs at him. | | 

Court. He comes of a very good Family, heaven be prais'd. 

Bean, The firſt thing he choſe to riſe by, was Rebellion, ſo a Rebek 
he grew, and flouriſht a Rebe), fought againſt his King, and helpt to 
bring him to the Block. 

Court, And was he not Religious too ? 


Beau. Moſt devyoutly ! He could pray till hecry*d, and preach -till he 
| foanm'd, 
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foam'd, which excellent Talent made him popular, and at laſt prefer*d 
him to be a worthy Member of that never to be forgotten Rump Par- 


liament, 
Court. Pray Sir be uncovered at that, and remember it with Reve- 


rence. 

Beau. In ſhort, he was Committee-man, Sequeſtrator and Perſecutor 
General of a whole County, by which he got enough at the Kings Re- 
turn to ſecure himſelf in-the general Pardon. 

Court, Nauſeous Vermin: That ſuch a Swine with the mark of Rebel- 
lion in his Forehead, ſhould wallow in his Luxury, whilſt honeſt men are 
forgotten ! 

Beau, Thus forgiven, thus rais*d, and made thus happy, the ungrate- 
ful Slave diſowns the hand that healed him, cheriſhes Factfons to affront 
his Maſter, and once more would Rebel againſt the Head, which ſo 
lately ſawed his from a Pole. | 

Court. What a dreadful Beard and ſwinging Sword he wears ! 

Beau. *.Tis to keep his Comardize in countenance, the Raſcal will 
endure kicking moſt temperately for all thar, I know five or ſix more of 
the ſame ſtamp ; that never came abroad without terrible long Spirs by 
their ſides, with which they will let you bore their own Noſes if you 
pleaſe, bur let the Villain be forgotten. | 

Court, His Co-Rogue I have ſome knowledge of, he's a tatter?d worm- 
eaten Caſe-putter, ſome call him Lawyer, one that takes it very ill he is 


not made a Judge. 7p 
Beau. Yes, and Is always repineing that men of parts are not regar- 


ded. 

Court. He has been a great noiſe-maker in factious Clubs theſe ſeven 
years, and now I ſuppoſe is courting that Worſhipful Raſcal to make him 
Recorder of ſome factions Town. | 

Beau, To teach Tallow-Chandlers and Checſe-mongers how far they 
may rebel againſt their King by vertue of aena Charta, 

Court, But friend Beavgard, mcthinks thou art very ſplenatick of a 
ſudden, how goes the affair of Love forward, proſperouſly, hah ! 

Beau, Oh l aſſure you moſt Triumphantly, juſt now you muſt know 
I am parted with the ſweet civil inchanted Ladies Husband. 

Court. Well, and what ſays the Cuckold, is he very kind and good na- 
tur?d as Cuckolds uſe to be ? 

Beau. Why he ſays,Courtire, in ſhort, that I am a very ſilly fellov7,(and 
truly I am very apt to believe him) and that I have been Jilted in this 
attair moſt unconſcionably, a Plague on all Pimps, I ſay, a mans buſineſs 
never thrives ſo well, as when he is his own Sollicitor. : | 


Enter Sir Jolly and a Boy. 


Sr Folly, Hiſt. hiſt. Capt. Capt. Capt. Boy. 

Boy. Sir. | 

Sir Folly, Run and get two Chairs preſently, be ſure you get two Chairs 
| D 2 Sirrah, 


20 The Souldiers Fortune. 


Sirrah, do you here? here?s luck, herc's luck, now or never Captain, 
never if not now Captain ! here's luck. 

Bean. Sir Folly, No more Adyentures ſweet Sir Folly, 1 am like to 
havea very fine time on't truly, 

Sir Joly. The belt in the World dear Dog, the very beſt in the 
W orld, **bud-ſhe's here hard by man, ſtays on purpoſe for thee finely diſ- 
gnis'd. The Cuckold has loſt her too ; and no body knows any thing 
of the matter but I, no body but, and1 you muſt know, I am I, hah! 

and I you little Toad, hah / 
Beau. You area very fine Gentleman. 

Sir Folly. T he beſt natur*d Fellow in the WorldI believe of my years! 
now does my heart ſo thump tor fear this buſineſs ſhould miſcarry ; 
why Ill warrant thee, the Lady is here man, ſhe's all thy own, ?cis thy 
own fault ifthou art not zz terra zzcognita within this half hour : come 
along, prithee come along, fie for ſhame, what make a Lady loſe her 
longing, come along I ſay, you out upon'r. 

Beau. Sir your humble, 1 ſhawt ſtir, 

Sir Folly, What ? not go! 

Bean, No Sir, no Lady for me. 

Sir Folly, Not go ! I ſhould laugh at that Faith. 

Bean. No, I will aſjure you, not go Sir. 

Sir Jolly. Away you Wag, you jelt, you jeſt you wag ; not go, 
quotha ? | | 

Bean. No Sir,not gol tell you, what the Devil would you have more? 

Sir Folly. Nothing, nothing Sir, but I am a Gentleman. 

Beau, With all my heart. 

Sir Jolly. And do you thiak then that Pl] be us'd thus. 

Beau. Sir! 

Sir Folly. Take away my Reputation, and take away my Life, I ſhall 
be diſgrac*t for ever. 

Beau, I have not wrong?d you Sir Jolly. 

Sir Folly. Not wrong'd me! But you ſhall find you have wrong*d 
me, and wrong'd a ſweet Lady, and a fine Lady :———1 ſhall never be 
truſted again ! never haveemployment more-' I ſhall dye of the Spleen, 
——prithee now be good natur'd, prithee be perſwaded, ocd Ii give 
thee this Ring,1l give thee this Watch,*tis Gold.Pll give thee any thing 
in the World, go. 

Bexu. Not one Foot, Sir. 

Sir Folly. Now that | durſt but murder him-—well, ſhall I fetch her to 
thee? What (hall I do for thee ? 


Enter Lady Dunce. 


*Ods fiſh here ſhe comes her ſelf, now you ill-natur*d Churle, now you 
Devil, look upon her, do bur look upon her, what [hall I fay to her ? 
Beau, Een what you plcaſe Sir Fo/ly, 
Str Jolly, 


VINWTY 
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Sir Folly. *Tis a very ſtrange Monſter this— Madam this is the Gen. 
tleman, that's he, though (as one may ſay) he*s ſomething baſhful, bur P11 
tell him who you are. [Goes to Beavgard. 

If thou art not more cru-l then Leopards, Lyons, Tigers, Wolves, or 
Tartars, don't break my Heart, don'c kill me, this unkindneſs of thine 
goes to the Soul of me. [ goes to the Lady. 

Madam, he ſays, he*s ſo amazed at your Triumphant Beauty, that he 
dares not approach the exccllence that ſhines from you ? 

Lady D. W hat can bz the meaning of all this ? 

Sir Folly. Art thou then reſolv*d to be remorſeleſs ? canft thou be in- 
ſenſible, haſt thon Eyes ? halt thou a Heart ? haſt thou any thing thou 
ſhouldſt have ? odd I'lI tickle. thee, get you too her you Fool, get you to 
her, to her, to her, to her, ha, ha, ha. | 

Lady D. Have you forgot me Beaugard ? 

Sir Jolly, So now, to her agen I ſay, to her, to her and be hang'd, 
AhRogue ! Ah Rogue ! now, now, have at her, now have at her, 
there it goes, there It goes, Hey -Boys! 

Lady D. Methinks this Face ſhould not ſo much be alter*d, as to bz 
nothing like what once I thought it, the object of your pleaſure, and 
ſubject of your Praiſes. 

Sir Folly. Cunning Toad ! Wheedling Jade ! you ſhall ſee now how 
by degrees ſhe'll draw him into the Whirl-pool of Love, now he leers 
upon her, now he leers upon her, Ohlaw! there's Eyes! there's your 
Eyes ! 1 mult pinch him by the Calf of the Leg. 

Bean, Madam, I muſt confeſs I do remember, that I had once ac- 
quaintance with a Face, whoſe Air and Beauty much reſembled yours, 
and if I may truſt my Heart, you are calPd Clarinaa. 

Lady D. Clarinda 1 was call'd, till my ill Fortune Wedded me, now 
you may have heard of me by another Title, your friend there,l ſuppoſe 
has made nothing a ſecret to you. 

Bean. Ard are you then that kind inchanted fair one who was ſo paſ- 
ſionately in Love with my Picture, that you could not forbear betraying 
me to the. Beaſt your Husband, and wrong the Paſſion of a Gentleman 
that languiſnt for you, only to make your Monſter merry ? hark you 
Madam, had Four fool been worth it, I had beaten him, and have a 
Months mind to be exerciſing my parts that way upon your go- between, 
your Mal--Bawd there. 

8x Jolly. Ah Lord! Ah Lord! Als ſpoiPPd agen, alls ruin'd, I ſhall 
be undone for ever, why what a Devil is the matter now ? what have 1 
done? what ſins have I committed ? 

Lady D. And are you that paſſionate Adorer of our Sex? who can- 
not livea Week in London, withont Loving ? are you the Spark that 
ſends your Pifture up and down to longing Ladies, longing for a pat- 
tern of your Perſon ? 

Beau, Yes Madam, when lI receive ſo good Hoſtages as theſe are. 

: [ ſhews the Cold. 

That it ſhall be well us?d,cou?d you find ont no body but me to play the 
Fool withall ? Sr 
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Sir Folly. Alack a day ! 

Lady D. Could you pitch upon no Body but that wretched Woman, 
that has loved you too well to abuſe you thus ? | 

Sir Folly. That ever I was born! 

Beau. Here, here Madam, ÞI return you your Girt, I ſcorn your Wa- 
ges, as I do your Service. TW 

Lady D. Fye for ſhame, what refund ? That is not like a Souldier to 
refund, keep, keep it to pay your Sempſtreſs withal. 

Sir Folly. His Szmpſtreſs, who the Devil is his Sempſtreſs ? Odd what 
wou'd I give to know that now ! 

Lady D. There was a Ring too, which [ ſent you this Afcernoon, if 
that fit not your Finger, you may diſpoſe of it ſome other way, where it 
may give no occaſion of Scandal, and you'l do well. 

Beau, A Ring, Madam ! | 

Lady D. A ſmall trifle, I ſuppoſe Sir David delivertd it to you when 
he return*d you your Mignature. | 

Beau. I beſeech you Madam ! 

Lady D. Farewell you Traytor. | 

Beau. As1 hope to be ſav*d, and upon the word ofa Gentleman. 

Lady D. Go you area falſe ungrateful Brute, and trouble me no more 

Exit. 

Bean. Sir Folly, Sir Jolly, Sir Folly. L 

Sir Folly. Ah thou Rebel ! 

Beau. Some advice, ſome advice, dear Friend, ere Pm ruin'd. 

Sir Folly, Evn two pennyworth of Hemp for your Honours ſupper, 
thats all the remedy that I know. 

Bean. But prithee hear a little reaſon. 

S:r Folly. No Sir, I ha? done, no more to be ſaid, I ha? done, I am 
aſham'd of you, II have no more to ſay to you, Pl never ſee your Face 
again, good b*w'y. [Exit Sir Folly, 

Beau. Death and the Devil, what have my Stars been doing to day ! 
a Ring ! deliver'd by Sir David !——what can that mean ? Pox on 
her for a Jilt, ſhe lies, and has a mind to amuſe and laugh at me a day or 
two longer; hiſt, here comes her Beaſt once more * PI uſe him Ciyilly, 


and try what diſcovery I can make. 


| Enter Sir Davy Dunce, 


Sir Da. Ha, ha, ha! here's the Captains Jewel, very well: In troth 
I had like to have forgotten it, Ha, ha, ha, how damnable Mad 
hel be now, when [I ſhall deliver him his Ring again, ha, ha ! - Poor 
Dog, he'l hang himſelf at leaſt, ha, ha, ha, Faith *cisa very pret- 


ty Stone, and finely ſet: Aumph! if I ſhould keep it now ! —— Il 
ſay I have loſt it; no I'll give it him again, o*purpoſe to vex him, ha, 
ha, ba. 


Beau. Sir David, I am heartily ſorrie. 
Sir Da. Oh Sir, *tis you I was ſeeking for, ha, ha, ha, what ſhall I 
ſay to him now to terrific him ? Beau, 
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Bean. Me, Sir !— 

Sir Da, Ay, you Sir, if your name be Captain Beawgard: how like a 
Fool he looks already f——— | 

Beau. What you pleaſe, Sir. ; ; 

Sir Da. Sir, I ſhould ſpeak a word with you, if you think fit, what 


ſhall I do now to keep my countenance ? 
Bean. Can 1 be ſo happy, Sir, as to be able to ſerve you in any 


thing ? 

£> Da. No Sir, ha, ha, ha, I have commands of ſervice to you Sir, 
oh Lord! ha, ha, ha. 

Beau, Me, Sir. 

Sir Da. Ay Sir, you Sir, but put on your hat, Friend, put on your 
har, be cover'd. 

Beax. Sir, will you pleaſe to fit down on this Bank ? 

Sir Da. No, no, there's no need, no need, for all I have a young 


Wife I can ſtand upon my legs, Sweet-heart. 


Beau. Sir, 1 beſeech you! _ : 
Sir Da. By no means, I think friend, we had ſome hard words juſt 


now, *twas about a paultry baggage, but ſhe's a pretty baggage, and a 
witty baggage, anda baggage that— | 

Beau, Sir. 1 am heartily aſham'd of all miſdemeanour on my ſide. 

Sir Da, You do well, though are not you a damn'd Whore-maſter, a 
deviliſh Cuckold-making fellow ; here, here, do you ſee this? here's 
the Ring you ſent a Roguing ; Sir, do you think my Wife wants any 
thing that you can help her to ?—— Why PI warrant this Ring colt 
fifty pound : W hat a prodigal Fellow are you to throw away ſo much 
monie ;z or didſt thon ſteal it old Boy ? I believe thou mailſt be poor, P11 
lend thee money upon?t, if thon thinklt fir, at thicty in the hundred, be- 


cauſe I love thee, ha, ha, ha. 
Beau, Sir, your humble Servant, I am ſorry *twas not worth your La- 


dies acceptance, now what a dog am I ! 


Sr Da, I ſhonld have given it thee before, but faith 7 forgot it, 


though it was not my Wives fault in the leaſt, for ſhe ſays as thou likeſt 
this uſage, ſhe hopes to have thy cuſtom again Child ; ha, ha, ha, 

Bean. Then Sir, 1 beſeech you tell her, that you have made a Con- 
vert on me, and that 7 am ſo ſenſible of my inſolent behaviour towards 
her 
Sir Da. Very well, 7 ſhall do it. | 

Bean, That * Tis impoſſible 7 ſhall ever be at peace with my ſelf till 7 
find ſome way how 7 may make her reparation. 


Sir Da, Very good, ha, ha, ha. 
Bean. And that if ever ſhe find me guilty of the like offence again— 


S:r Da.NoSir, you had not beſt, but proceed, ha, ha, ha. 
Bean. Let her baniſh all good opinion of me for ever. 

Sir Da. No more tobe faid, your Servant, good b*w?y. 
Beau. One word more, 1 beſeech you, Sir Davy. 


' Sir Da, What's that? | 
Bean, 


| 
| 
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Beau. I beg you tell her, that the generous reproof ſhe has given me 
has ſo wrought upon me 

Sir Da. Well, I will. 

Beau. That I eſteem this Jewel, not only as a wreck redcem®d from 
my bly but that for her ſake 1 will preſerve it to the utmoſt moment 
of my life. 

$4, Da. With all my heart, I vow and ſwear. 

Beau. And that I long to convince her I am not the Brute ſhe might 
miltake me for. 

Sir Da. Right; well, this will make the pureſt ſport, (ide. ) let 
me ſee, firſt you acknowledge your ſelf to be a very 1mpudent Fellow. 

Beau. I do ſo, Sir. 

Sir Da, And that you ſhall never be at reſt, till you have ſatisd my _ 
Lady. ; 

Beau. Right, Sir. 

Sir Da. Satisfd her, very good, ha, ha, ha, and that you will never 
play the fool any moxe, be ſure you keep your word, Friend. 

Beau, Never, SIr. 

Sir Da. And that you will keep that Ring for her ſake, as long as 
you live, hah ! | 

Beau, To the day of my death, V1 aſſure-you. 

Sir Da. 1 proteſt that will be very kindly done— and that you 
long mightily, long to let her underſtand that you are another-gueſs 
Fellow than ſhe may take you for. 

Beau, ExaGtly Sir, that is the Sum and End of my deſires. 

Sir Da, Well, Pll take care of your buſineſs, Ill do your buſineſs, 
Pl warrant you, this will make the pureſt ſport when I come home, no, 
(Aſide, ) Well your Servant, remember, be ſure you remember, your 
Servant. 

Beau. So, now I find a Hasband is a delicate inſtrument rightly made 
uſe of; To make her old jealous Coxcomb pimp for me himſelf, 
I think *tis as worthy an employment as ſuch a noble Conſort can be put 
to, 


Ah were ye all ſuch Husbands and ſuch Wives, 
We younger Brothers ſhou'd lead better lives. 


A C'T- 8 
SCENE Covent-Garden. 


Enter Sylvia, and Courtine. 


Sylv, AO fall in love, and to fall in love with a Souldier ! nay, a 

disbanded Souldier too, a fellow with the mark of Cain up- 
on him, which eyery body knows him by, and is ready to throw ſtones 
at him for. Cour, 


Fi ah 
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Cour. Dam her, I ſhall never enjoy her without raviſhing; if ſhe 
were but very rich and very ugly, I wou'd marry her ; Ay, *tis ſhe, 
y know her miſchievous look too well to be miſtaken in it, ———— Ma- 

am * 
Sylv. Sir. | 
Cour. *Tis a very hard Caſe, that you have reſoly*d not to let me be 
vier. - 
» Silv, ?Tis very unreaſonably done of you, Sir, to haunt me up' and 
down every where at this ſcandalous rate, the world will think we are 
acquainted ſhortly. 

Cour, But, Madam, I ſhall fairly take more care of my Reputation, 
and from this time forward-ſhua and avoid you moſt watchfully. 

Sylv, Have you not haunted this place theſe two hours-? 

Cour. ? Twas becauſe I knew it to be your Ladyſhips home then, and 
therefore might reaſonably be the place you leaſt of all frequented, one 
would imagine you were gone a Coxcomb-hunting by this time,to ſome 
place of publick appearance or other, ?tis pretty near the hour.*twill be 
twilight preſently, and then the Owles come all abroad. 

Sylv. W hat need I take the trouble to go ſo far a fowling, when there?s 
game enough at our own doors ? 

Cour. W hat, game for your Net, fair Ladie ? 

Sylv. Yes, or any womans Net elſe, that will ſpread it. 

Cour, To ſhew you how deſpicably I think of the buſineſs, I will here 
leave you-preſently, though l loſe the pleaſure of railing at you. 

Sylv. Do ſo, I wowd adviſe you; your raillery betrays your wit, 
as bad as your clumſey civility does your breeding. | 

Court. Adieu / - 

Sylv. Farewell '— 

Cour. Why do not you go about your buſineſs? _ 

Sylv. Becauſe I would be ſure to be rid of you firſt, that you might 
not dog me. | — 

Cour, Were it but poſlible that you cou'd anſwer me one queſtion tru-- 
ly, and then I ſhould be fatisf”d. 

Sylv. Anything for compoſition to be rid of you handſomly. 

Cour. Are you really very honeſt? Look in my Face and tell me that. 

Sylv, Look in your Face and tell you, for what ? To ſpoil my Stomact: - 
to my SuPpPer. | | 

Cour. No, but to get thee a Stomach to thy Bed,Sweet-heart,l would 
if poſſible be better acquainted with thee, becauſe thou art; very ill-na- 
turd. 

 Sylv. Your only way to bring that buſineſs about effeCtually, is to be 


| more troubleſome, and if you think it worth your while to be abus'd 


ſubſtantially ; you may make your perſonal appearance this Night. 
Cour, How ? where? and when ? and what hour I beſeech thee ? 
Sylv. Under the Window, between the hours of eleven and twelve 


exactly. , . | 
Cour. Where ſhall theſe loyely Eyes, and Ears hear my Plaints and 
E - 


ſee my Tears, Sylv. 


- 
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Sylv, At that kind hour thy griefs ſhall end, if thou canſt know thy Foe 
from thy Friend. © © | G [Exit Sylvia. 
Cour, Here's another trick of the Devil now, under that Window 
| between the hours of eleven and twelve exactly, I am a damn*d Fool, 
and muſt go, let me ſee, ſuppoſe I meet with a luſty beating ! piſh, that's 
nothing for a 'man that's in love, or ſuppoſe ſhe contrive fome way to 
make a publick Coxcomb of me, and expoſe me ta the ſcorn of the 
World, for an example to all amorous Block-heads hereafter ? why if 
ſhe do, Pt ſwear 1 have lain with her, beat her Relations, if they pretend 
to Vindicate her, and ſo theres one love intrigue pretty well over. 


- [Exit Cour. 
Enter Sir David, aud Vermin. 


Sir Da. Go, get you in to your Ladie now, and tell her, I am come- 

1ng. 

Yerm, Her Ladyſhip,Right-worſhiptul, is pleas'd not tobe at home. 

Sir Da. How's that? my Ladie not ar home! run, run in and ask - 
when ſhe went forth, whither ſhe is gone, and who is with her, run 
ard ask, Vermin. —- | | 

d Yer. She went out in her Chair preſently after you this After-noon. 

- Sir Da. Then I may be a Cuckold ſtill for ovght 1 know, what will 
become of me ? I have ſurely loſt, and nere ſhall find her more, ſhe pro- 
misd me ſtriCtly to ſtay at home, till I came back again; for ovghr I 
know ſhe may be up three pair of ſtairs in the Temple now. | 

Verm. Is her Ladyſhip in Law then,Sir ? 

Sir Da. Or it may be taking the Air as far as Knights-bridge with 
ſome ſmooth-fac*'d Rogue or another : ?tis a damn*d houſe, that Swan, 
that Swan at Knights-bridge is a confounded houſe, Yermir. 

Verm. Do you think ſhe 1s there then ? 

Sir Da. No, I do'not think ſhe is there neither ; but ſuch a thing 
may be, you know; wovld that Barn-Elms was under water too, 
there's a 1000 Cuckolds a Year made at Barn-Elms, by Roſamonds ponds, 
the Devil if ſhe ſhou'd be there this evening, my heart's broke. 


Emer Sw Jolly. 


Sir Fol. That muſt be Sir Davy; Ay, that*s he, that's be, ha, ha, ha, 
was ever the like heard of? was ever any thing ſo pleaſant ? TY 
Sir Da. Pl] lock her up three days, and three nights, without meat, 
drink; or light, Pl] bumble her in the Devils name. | 
Sir Fol. Well, cow'd 1 but meet my Friend, Sir Davy, it won'd be the 
Joyfulleſt news for him——— 
Sir Da, Who's there that has any thing tofay to me ? 
Sir Fol, Ah my Friend of Friends, ſach news, fuch tidings ! 
Sir Da. I have loſt my W ife, Man. : on” 
Sir Jot. Loſt her! ſhe's not dead I hope ? 
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Sir Da. Yes. Alas, ſhe's dead, irrecoverably loſt. 

: Sir Fol, Why, I parted with her within this half hour. 

Sir Da. Did you fo, are you ſure it was ſhe ?' where was it ? Illhave 
my Lord-Chief-Juſtices Warrant and a Conſtable preſently. "Ep 

Sir Fol. And. ſhe made the pureſt ſport now, with a young Fellow, 
Man, that ſhe met withall accidentally. | 

Sir Da. Oh Lord ! that*s worſe and worſe, a Young fellow ! 
my Wife making ſport with a young fellow ! oh Lord ! here are doings, 
here are vagaries ! Pl] run mad, Pll climb Bow Stceple preſently, be- 
ſtride the Draggon, and preach Cuckoldom to the whole City. ; 

Sir Fol. The beſt of all was too, that it happen'd to be an idle Cox- 
comb that pretended to be in love with her, Neighbour. 

Sir Da. Indeed, in love with her! who was it ? what's his Name ? 
I warrant you won't tell a Body, —Þ'll indite him in the Crown Office ; 
noPll iſue Warrants to apprehend him for Treaſon upon the Statute of 
Edw. 19. wowt you tell me what young Fellow it was, was it a very 
handſome young fellow, hah | 

Sir Fol. Handſome ! yes hang him, the fellow's handſome enough ; he 
is not very handfome neither, but he has a devilliſh leering black-eye. 

Sir Da. . Oh Lord! 

Sir Fol. His face too is a good rideing Face, *tis no ſoft effeminate 
complexion indeed, but his countenance is ruddy, ſanguine, and chear- 
ful, a devilliſh fellow in a Corner, Þll warrant him. © 

Sir Da. Bleſs us! ,what will become of me, why the devil did I mar- 
rya young Wife? Ighe very well ſhap'd too, tall, ſtreight, and pro- 
portionable, hah '—— . 

Sir Jol. Tall ? No, hes not very tall neither, yet he is tall enough 
too, he's none of your overgrown lubberly Flanders Jades, but more of 
the true Engliſh, breed, well knit, able, and fit for ſervice old Boy; the 
Fellow is well ſhap'd truly, very well proportion'd, ſtrong, and aftive; 
I have ſeen the Rogue leap like a Buck. 

Sir Pa. Who can this be ?. Well, and what think yon, Friend, has 
he been there? Come, come, I'm ſenſible ſhe*s a young Woman, and 1 
am an old Fellow, troth a very old Fellow, I ſignifie little or nothing 
now, but do you think he has prevailed ? am 1 a Cuckold Neighbour ? 

Sir Fol. Cuckold / what, a Cuckold in Covent-Garden ? No, V1l affure 
you, I believe her tobe the moſt vertuous Woman in the World ; but 
if you had but ſeen | 

Sir Da. Ay, wou'd I had, what was it ? 

Sir Fol. How like a Rogue ſhe us?d him: Firſt of all comes me up 
the Spark to her, Madam, ſays he and then he bows down, thus 
———how now, ſaysſhe, what would the impertinent Fellow have ? 

Sir Da. Hamph ? ha ! well,and, what then ? 

Sir Fol. Madam, ſays he again (bowing as he did before) my heart is 
ſo entirely yours, that except you take pity of my ſufferings I muſt 
here dye at your Feet. | | | | 

Sir Da. So, and what ſaid ſhe again, Neighbour ? hah! - 
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Sir Fol. Go, you are a'Fop.. - 

Sir Da. Ha, haz ha, did ſhe indeed? Did ſhe ſay ſo indeed ? I any 
glad on't, troth 1-am very glad on't; well, and: what next'? And, how, 
and well, and what ?-ha l—— 

Sir Fol. Madam, ſays he, this won't do , I am your humble Servant, 
for all this, you may pre tend to be as ill-natur'd as you pleaſe, but I ſhall 
make bold. 

Sir Da. Was there ever ſuch an impudent Fellow ? 

Sir Fol. With that, Sirrah, ſays ſbe, you are a ſawſie Jakanapes, and 
11I have you kickt. 

= + Da. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I wou'd not be unmarri'd again to be an 
An 

ge Jol. But the beſt Teaſt of all was who this ſhould be at laſt. 

- Sir Da. Ay, who indeed * PII warrant you ſome fillyFellow or other, 

d poor Fool ! 

Sir Fol. E'en a ſcandalous Rake-hell, - that lingers up and down the 
Town by the Name of Captain Beavgard, but he has been a bloody Cuck-- 
old-making Scoundrel in his time, 

Sir Da. Hang him Sort, is it he ? I don't value him thus, not a wet © 
finger Man, to my knowledge ſhe haccs him, ſhe ſcorns him Neighbour, 
| know it, 1 am very well fatisfd in the poinr, belides I have ſeen him 
fince that, and out- hector'd him : I am to tell her from his own mouth, 
that he promiſes never to affront her more. 

Sir Fol, Indeed. [4 Letter. 

Sir Da, Ay, AY —— 


Enter Lady Dance, paying her Chairman. as 


Chairman, God bleis you, Madam, thank your honour. 

Sir Jol. Huſh, huſh, there's my Lzdy, 1'j1 be gone, Fl not be ſecn, 
' Four humble Servant, God b'w'y. 

Sir Da. No faith, Sir Jolly, een gointo my houſe now, and ſtay 
Supper with mc, we hai't ſup't together a great while, 

Sir 7Jo!. Hah : 7 ſay you ſo,: I dow'tcare if 1 do, faith withali my heart ; 
this may give me an opportunity to ſet all things right again, [Afrae. | 

Sir Da, My Dear - 

Lady. D. Sir ? | 

Sir Da. You have been abroad, m; i y Dear, Iſe! 

Lady D. Only for a little Air, truly I was almoſt ſtiffed within doors, 
} hope you will not vc aggry, Sir Daz ia, will you? 

Sir Da. Angry Child } no Child, notl; what ſhould I be angry for ? 

Lady D. I wondet Sit David, you will ſerve me at this rate. Did - 
you not promiſe me togo in my b2half to Beauzard, and correct. him ac- 

cording to my 4nſtruttions for. his inſolence ? 

- Sir Da. So did, Child ; I have been with him, "FLO heart, I have 
told him all to a tittle, I gave him back again the Picture- too, but as. 
the Devil would have it, I forgot the Ring, fajth J did. A 
Laay 


UM 
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Lady D.. Did you purpoſe, Sir Sodom, torender me ridiculous to the 
man 1 abominate, what ſcandalous interpretation-think you muſt he make 
of my retaining any trifle of his ſent me on ſo diſhonourable terms ? 

Sir Da. Really, my Lamb, thou art in the right; yetI went back 
afterwards, Dear-heart, and did the bufineſs to ſome purpoſe. 

Lady D. 1 am-glad that you did with all my heart. 

Sir Da. I gave him his leſſon, PII warrant him. _ _ 

Lady D. Leſſon / what leſſon had you to give him © ; 

Sir Da. Why, Itold him as he lik*d that uſage he might come again, 
ha, ha, ha.  / | 

Lady D. Ay, and ſo let him. | 

Sir Da. Withall my heart, Pl give him free leave,or hang me:thougl: 
thou wouw'd?ſt not imagine how the poor DeviÞPs alter*d. La you there 
now,- but as certainly as I ſtand, here, that man is troubled thar he 
ſwears he ſhall not reſt day nor nigtt till he has ſatisfied, thee; prithee 
be ſatisfi'd with him if ?tis poſlible, , my Dear, prithee do,. 1 promis* 
him before left him to tell thee as much, for the poor wretch looks ſo 
ſimply, I cou'd not chuſe but pity him, 1 vow and ſwear, ha, ha, ha. 

Jol. Now, now, you little Witch, now -you Chitsface, oddI con'd 
find in my heart to put my little Finger in your Bubbies. | 

Lady D. 'Sir David, 1 muſt telt you, that I cannot bar reſent your ſo 
ſoon reconcilement with a man that F hate worſe then death, . and tha- 
if youlov'd me with half that tender nefs which you profeſs, you wou”.. 
not forget an affront ſo palpably, and ſo baſely offer*d me. 

Sir Da, Why Chicken, where's the Remedy ? what's to be done ? 
how would thou have me deal with him? ; 

Lexy D. Cut his throat. By:  ZS 

Sir Da. Bleſs us for eyer ? cut his throat? what do morder ? 

Lady D.' Murder, yes, any thing to fich an incorrigible Enemy of 
your honour; one that has reſolv'd to perſiſt in abuſing of you, ſec here 
this Letter, this I receiv*d ſince 1 laſt parted with you ; jult now it was 
thrown into my Chair by an impydear' Eacquey of his:kept. o* purpoſe 
tor inch imployments. ate ee ad co RE R 

Sir Da. Let me ſee: a Letter indeed '=—for the Lady Dirt? 
damn'd Rogue, treacherous dog, what can he fay inthe infide now; ? 
nre's a Villain. wk de 

Lady D. Yes you had beſt break it open, you had fo, ?cis like the reſt 
of your diſcretion. . ** 627, x Fi wy 

Sir Da; Lady, -if-I have an Enemy, it is beſt for 'me to know what 
miſchief--he intends the, therefore, © with your teave, 1 will, break it 
Open. . SG VIS 1 hd ey ak a 

Laay D. Do, do, to have him b:lieve that I was pleas?d enough with 
it to do'it my ſelf, if Fou have the Spirit of a Gentletyan in, you, carry it, 
back, and daſh it as it-1s in the face of that audacious Fellow... *S 

Sir Fol. What can be the meaning of this now ?* #7 <p 

Sir Da, A Gentleman, yes, Madam, I ama Gentleman -and the + 
work ſhall find that I am a Gentleman, ——— 1 $3: certainly the beſt: 
Woman in the World. Lady 
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2 — The Souldiers Fortune. 


| Lady D. What do you think mult be the end of all this ? I have no 
refuge in the world, but your kindneſs, bad I a Jealous Husband now, 


how miſerable muſt my life be ! 
Sir Fol. Ah Rogues Noſe ! ah Devil! ah Toad! cunning thief, wheed- 


ling Slut. PII bite her by and by. 


Sir Dav. Poor Fool! no Dear, I am not jealous, nor never will be 


jealous of thee: Do what thon wilt, thou ſhalt not make me jealous, 1 
love thee too well to ſuſpect thee. 

Lady D. Ah but how long will you do ſo? | 

Sir Da, Howlong ! as lang as [ live I warrant thee, I——don't 
talk to a body ſo: I cannot hold if thou doſt, my eyes will run over, 
Poor Fool, poor Birdsnies {-poor Lambkin ” 

Lady D. But will you be ſo kind to me to anſwer my deſires, will you 
once more indeavour to make that Traytor ſenſible that I have too juſt 
an eſteem of you, not to value his addrzeſlcs as they deſerve ? 

Sir Da. Ay, Ay, I will 

Lady D. But don't ſtay away too long Dear, make what haſte you can, 
I ſhall be in pain till Lſee, you again. 


Sir Da, My Dear, my Love, my Babby,Pll be with thee in a moment, 


how happy amIabove the reſt of men! 'Neighbour, dear Neighbour, 


walk in with my Wife, and keep her company, till I return again. 


Child don't be troubled, prithee dont be troubled, was there ever ſuch 
a Wife, well, da, da, da, don't be troubled, prithee don't be troubled, 
Prithee don't be troubled, Da, da. | LExi. 

Lady D. Sir Folly, Sir Folly, Sir Jolly. 

Sir Fol. Don't betroubled, prithee don't be troubled, da, da. 

Lady D, But Sir Folly, can you gueſs whereabout my wandring Offi- 
cer may be probably found now? | 

Sir Fol. Found; Ladie ? he is to be found, Madam, he is to be at 
my houſe preſently Ladie, he's certainly one of the fineſt Fellows in 
the World. | 

Lady D. You ſpeak like a Friend, Sir Folly. 

Sir Fol. His Friend, Lady; no Madam his Foe, his utter Enemy, I 
ſhall be his ruin, I ſhall-undo him. _. IP 

Lady D. You may, if you pleaſe; then come both and play at Cards 
this Evening with me for an hour or two, for I have contriv?d it fo, that 


Sir David is to be abroad at Supper to night, he cannot poſſibly ayoid 


it; Ilong to win ſome of the Captain's Money ftrangely. 

Sir Fol. Do you ſo, my. Gameſter ? Well, Pll be ſure to bring him, 
and for what he carries about hin PlI warrant you— odd he's a 
pretty Fellow, a very pretty Fellow, he bas only one fault. 

Lady D. And what is that Lbeſceech youzSir ? 

Sir Fol. Only too Loving, too good Natur'd, that's all ;*tis certainly 
the beſt natur*d Fool breathing, that's all his fault. | 

Lady D. Hiſt, hiſt, I think I ſee company coming, if you pleaſe, Sir 
Folly well goin. 


Enter 


St ah 


kn 


The Souldiers Fortune. © 3T 
' Enter Beaugard, follow?d by Sir Davy, Vermin. 


Sir Fol. Mum, mum, mum, ?tis he himſelf, the very ſame; odds fo, Sir 
Davy after him too, huſh, huſh, huſh, let us be gone; let us retire, do 
but look upon him now, mind him alittle, there”s a ſhape, there's an 
Air, there's a motion ! Ah Rogue, ah Devil, get you in, get you in, L 
ſay there's a ſhape for you.  CExir. 

Bean, What the Devil ſhall I do to recoyer this days loſs again, 
my honourable Pimp too, my Pander Knight has forſaken me, me- 
thinks I am quandarrd like one going with a party to diſcover the E- 
nemies Camp; but had loſt his guide upon the mountains : Curſe on him 
old Argus is here agen, there can be no good Fortune towards me when 
he's at my heels. : 

Sir Da, *Sir, Sir, Sir, one word with you, Sir / Captain, Captain, 
noble Captain, one word, I beſeech you. 

Beau, With me, Friend ? 

Sir Da. Yes with you, my no Friend. 

Bean. Sir David, my intimate, my Boſom Phyſitian—— 

Sir Da. Ah Rogue / damn'd Rogue ! 

Beau, My Confeſſor, my deareſt Friend, I ever had—— 

Sir Da. Dainty Wheadle, here's a Fellow for ye. 

Beau, One that has taught me to be in love with Vertyue, and ſhewn 
me the ugly inſide of my Follies. 


Sir Da. Your humble Servant. ; 
Beau. Is that all? if you are as cold in yonr Love as you are in your 


Friendſhip, Sir Davy, your Lady has the worſt time ont of any one in 


Cariſtendom. 
Sir Da. So ſhe has, Sir, when ſhe cannot be free from' the infolent ſo- 


licitations of ſuch Fellows as you are, Sir. 

Beau. As me, Sir ? why who am I, goad Sir. Domine Doddle- pate ? 

Sir Da.So,take notice he threatens me,['l] have him bound tothe peace 
inſtantly, will you never have remorſe of Conſcience Friend ? have you 
baniſht all ſhame from your Soul? Do-you conſider my Name is. Sir 
Davy Dunce ? that I have the moſt vertuous Wife liviag ? Do you con- 
ſider that ? Now how like a Rogue he looks again, what a hang-dog 
leer was that ? | W: 

Bean. Your vertuous Wife, Sir, you are always harping upon that 
ſtring, Sir Davy. pee 

Sir Da. No, *tis you wowd be harping upon that ſtring, Sir, ſee you 
this? caſt your eyes upon this, This Letter Sir, did not you promiſe 
this very day, to abandon all manner of proceedings of this Nature, 
tending to the diſhonour of me and my Family ? 

Beau. Letter, Sir ? what thedevil does he mean now ? Let me ſee, For 
the Lady Dwnce, this is no ſcrawl of mine, Ill be Sworn by Fove, her 
own hand! Whata Dog was! forty to one but I had play*d the Fool, 
and ſpoiPd all again; was there ever ſo Charming a Creature breathing 
-——— did your Lady deliver this to your hagds, Sir ? Si 
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Sir Da. Ev*n her own ſelf in Perſon, Sir, and bad me tell you, Sir, 
that ſhe has too juſtan eſteem of me, Sir, not to value ſuch a Fellow as 
you areas you” deſerve. * I TE 

Beau. Very good: (Reads the Letter.) . I doubt not but this Letter 
will ſurprize you (in troth, and ſo it does extreamly ) but reflect 
upon the manner of conveighing it to your hard as kindly as you-can. 

Sir Da. 'Ay adamn'd Thief to have 'it thrown into the Chair by a 
Footnian! 3 ts 5 (+5 X , *W RF » 1-58 5 

Beau. ( Reads). Would Sir Davy were but half ſo kind to youts I am. 

Sir Da. Say you'ſo, yon infinuating Knave. [Sir Folly Reads, 

Bear, But he I am fatisfi'd 1s ſo ſeverely jealots, that except you 
contrive ſome way to let me ſee you this evening - 1 fear all wiit be 
hopeleſs. 5p 7. | 

Sir- Da. Impudent. Traytor, I might have been a Monſter yet before 
I had got my Supper in my Belly. | bo 

:- Beau. In order to which either appear your ſelf; or ſome body for 
you, . half an hour hence in the'Piazz4, when more may be coniidered 
of, adieu- Ra Ken gh | 

Sir Da. Thanks to you, noble Sir, with all my heart, you are come 
I ſee accordingly, but as a Friend I am bound in Conſcience to tell the 
buſineſs wort do,. the trick won't paſs, Friend, you may pur up your 
Pipes, and march. off: ' Oh Lord! he lye;;with my Wife, Pughhh, he 
make Sir Davy Dance a Cuckold, poor wretch, ha, ha, ha. 

* Sir Fol. Hiſt; hiſt, hiſt. : 


Enter Lady Dunce,. and Fourbin diſeni”'d. 


i-Lady. D. Thats he, there he is! ſucceed, and be rewarded. 

Four, Other people may think what they pleaſe; but in my own o- 
Pinion, I ama very pretty Fellow'now, if my deſign but ſucceed upon 
This old Baboon, Ill be canoniz'd. Sir, Sir, Sir. 

Sir Da. Friend'” with me ? Wou'd you ſpeak with me, Friend ? 

_  Fourb. Sir,'my commands were to attend your Worſhip. 
Sir 5ol: Beangard, Beaugard, hiſt, hiſt, here, here, quickly, hiſt. . 
- Sir Da. 'W here do you live Sweet-heart, and who do you belong to ? 

Fourb, Sir, I am a ſmall inſtrument of the City, I ſerve the Lord Mayor 
in his Office there. I | 

Sir Da. How, the Lord Mayor! 

- Fowrb. Yes, Sir, : who defires you-by all means to do him the Honour 
of your company at ſupper this evening. 

Sir Da. 1twill be the greateſt honour I ever receiv'd in my Life, 
what my Lord Mayor-invite me to ſupper * I am his Lordſhips moſt 
humble ſervant. | 

Fourb. Yes, Sir, if your name be Sir Davy Dance, as I have the ho- 
nour to be inform'd- it is, he deſires you moreover to make what haſte 
you can, for that he has ſome matters of importance to communicate to 
your honour, which may take up ſome time. 

F-:1.? Lady 


fink 
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Lady D. I hope it will ſucceed. 

Sir Da. Communicate with me, he does me too noble a favour, 11 
fly upon the wings of Ambition to lay my ſelf at his Footftool; My 
Lord Mayor ſends himſelf to invite me to Supper, to confer with me 
too : I ſhall certainly be a great Man. 

Fourb, What Anſwer will your Worſhip charge me back withal ? 

Sir Da. Let his Lordſhip know that I am amazed, and confounded, 
at his generoſity, and that I am ſo tranſported with the honour he does 


' me, that I will not fail to wait on him in the roaſting of an Egg. 


Fourb, I am your Worſhips lowly Slave. 

Sir Da. Vermin, go get the Coach ready, get me the Gold Medal too 
and Chain which I took from the Roman Catholick Officer for a Popiſh 
Relick ; P11 be fine, DI ſhine and drink Wine that's Divine, My Lord- 
Mayor invite me to Supper ! 

Lady D., My Deareſt, I'm glad to ſee thee return'd in ſafety from the 
bottom of my heart, haſt thou ſeen the Traitor ? 

R Sir Da. Seen him? hang him, I have ſeen him, Pox on him, ſeen 
im. 

Lady D. Well, and what is become of him ? Where is he ? 

Sir Da. Why doſt thon ask me where he is * what a Pox care I 
what becomes of him, prithee don*t trouble me with thy impertinence, 
I am buſie. | | | | 

Lady D. You are not Angry, my Dear, are you? 

Sir Da. No, but 1 am pleas'd, and that's All one, very much pleagd 
let me tell you, but that I am only to ſup with my Lord-Mayor, that's 
all, nothing elſe in the World, only the buſineſs of the Nation calls 
upon me, that's all, therefore once more I ſay don't be tronbleſome, 
but ſtand off. : 

Lady D. You always think my company troubleſome, you never ſtay 
at home to comfort me, what think you I ſhall do alone by my ſelf all 
this Evening ? mopeing in my Chamber, pray my Joy ſtay with me for 
once; I hope he wowt take me at my word. [Aſrae. 

Sir Da, 1 fay again and again, Tempter #and off,, I will not loſe my 
preferment for my pleaſure, honour is towards me, and fleſh and blood 
are my Averſion. | 

Lady D. But how long will you ſtay then'? 

Sir Da. I don't know, may be not an hour, may be all night, as his 


* Lordſhip and I chink fit, what's that to any body. 


Lady D. You are very cruel to me. | 

Sir Da. I cart help it, go, get you in, And paſs away the time with 
your Neighbour, ll be back again before-I die; in the mean time be 
humble and conformable, go : is the Coach ready ? 

Verm, Yes, Sir. 

Sir Da. Well, your Servant, what nothing to my Lady Mayorels ! 
you have a great deal of Breeding indeed, a great deal, nothing to my 
Lady Mayorelſs ? | 


Lady D. My ſervice to her, if you pleaſe. 
| | 'F Wi 


os. | |- The Souldiers Fortune. 


Sir D. Well, Da, Da, the poor fool cries, o? my conſcience! Adicy, 
do you hear, farewell. | Exit, 
Lady Þ. As well as what I love can make -me. . 
Enter Sir Jolly. 


Sir Fol. Madam, is he gone? 


EL Lady D. In poſt haſte, I aſlure. 


Sir Fol. -In troth and joy go with him. | : 
Lady D. Do you then, $:7 Jolly, conduct the Captain hither, whilſt 
I go and diſpoſe of the Family, that we may be private, Ex. 


Enter- Sir Davy : 


Sir D, Troth I had forgot my Medal-and Chain, quite and clean 
ſorgot my Relique, I was forced to come up theſe back ſtairs, for 
fear of meeting my Wife again, it is the troubleſonr'ſt loving Fool, I 
muſt into my Cloſet, .and write a ſhort Letter too, ?tis Poit night, I 
had forgot that; well, I would not have my Wite catch me for a 
Guinny:. : [ Exit, 


Enter Beaugard and Lady D. | 1 


Beau, Are youcertain, Madam, no body is this way ? I fancy as we 
enter*d I ſaw the glimpſeof ſomething more than ordinary. , 

Lady D. 1s it your care of me? or your perſonal fears, that make you. 
f ſuſpicious ? whercabouts was the Apparition ? 

Bean, There, there, juſt at the very door. 

Lady D. Fie for ſhame, that's Sir Davy*s Cloſet, and he I am fatis- 
f*d is far enough off by this time. Pm ſure I heard the Coach drive 
him away. But to convince you, you. ſhall ſee now ; Sir Davy, Sir Davy, 
Sir Davy, [knocking at the Cloſet door] look you there, ;you a Captain, 
and afraid of a ſhadow, come Sir, ſhall we call for the Cards * | 

Beau, And what ſhall we play for, pretty One ? 

Lady D. E'en what you think Belt, Sir. 

Beau, Silver Kiſles, or Golden joyes ! come let us make Stakes a 
little. | 


Enter Sir Jolly, 


Sir Folly. Ah Rogue, ah Rogue! are youthere ? have I caught you 
in Faith, now, now, now ! 

Lady D. And who ſhall kcep them ? 

Beau, You, till Sir Davy returns from Supper- 

Lady D. T hat may be long enough, for our Engine Fowrbin has Or- 
ders not to give him over ſuddenly, I aſſure you. 

Bean, And is't to your ſelf then Pm oblig'd for this bleſt opportuni- 

| ty : 
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ty ? Let us improve it to Love's beſt advantage. 
Sir Folly. Ah, h, h, h! Ah, h,h, b,h! | 
Beau, Let's vow eternal, and raiſe our thoughts to expectation of 
immortal pleaſures, in one anothers eyes let's read our joys, till weve 
no longer power ore our deſires, drunk with this diſſolving, oh! 


Enter Sir Davy from his Cloſer. 
Lady D. Ah! [ Squeahks. 
Beau, By this light the Cuckold, Preſto, nay then Hallo. 
[Gets up and runs away. 
Sir Da. Oh Lord, a Man! a Man in my Wife's Chamber; Murder, 
Murder, Thieves, Thieves, ſhut up my. Doors! Madam ! Madam? 
Madam ! . 


Enter Sir Jolly. = 


Sir Fol. Ay, Ay, Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Murder, where Neigh- 
bour, where, where? | 

Lady D. Pierce, pierce this wretched Heart, \ Catches up BeaugarC's 
hard to the Hilts, dye this in deepeſt crimſon 4 ſword which he had left 
of my,Blood, ſpare not a miſerable Womans Þ behind him in the hurry, 


Life, whom Heav*n deſigy*d to be the unhappy Y ard preſents it ro SIC 


object of the moſt horrid uſage Man ere acted. © Davy. 

Sir Da. What in the name of Satan does ſhe mean now ? 

Lady D. Curſe on my fatal beauty ! blaſted ever be theſe two banetul 
eyes that could inſpire a barbarous Villain to attempt ſuch crimes as all 
my blood's too little to atone for : Nay, you ſhall hear me. 

Sir Da. Hear you, Madam? No, I have ſeen” too much, I thank you 
heartily, hear you Quotha {__—— 

Lady D. Yes, and before I die too VII be juſtifi*d. 

Str Fol. Juſtifi'd, oh Lord, juſtifd. 

Lady D. Notice being given me of your return, I came with ſpeed 
to this unhappy place, where I have oft been bleſt with your Embraces, 
when from behind the Arras out ſtarts Beaugard, how he came there 
heav'n knows. 

Sir Da. VI1l have himhang?d for Burglary, he has broken my Houſe, 
and broke the Peace upon my Wite, very good ! 

Lady D. Straight in his Arms he grafpt me faſt, with much ado I 
plung'd and got my freedom, ran to your Cloſet door, knockt and 1m- 
plor'd your aid, calPd on your name, but all in vain—— 

Sir Da. Hah! | 

Lady D. Soon again he ſeiz'd me, ſtopt my mouth, and with a Con- 
querors fury | | 

Sir Da. Oh Lord! oh Lord ! no more, no more, I beſeech thee, 1 
ſhall grow mad, and very mad, I'l plough up Rocks and Adamantine 
Iron bars, Il crack the frame of Nature, fally out like Tamberlair 

| F 2 | upon 
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; upon the Trojan Horſe, and drive the Pigmies all ike Geeſe before me; 

h Lord, ſtop her mouth! well! and how? and what then! ſtopt thy 
mouth! well! hah! 

Lady D. No, though unfortunate, I ſtill am innocent, his curſed pur- 
poſe could not be_accompliſhe, but who will live fo injur'd? No, 
11 die to be reveng'd on iny ſelf, I ner; 
can hope that I may ſee his. ſtreaming > Offers ro run upon the Sword, 
gore : and thus 1 let out my own — — 

Sir Da. Ha! what wouldit thon do my love, prithee don't break my 
heart? If thou wilt kill, kill me3 I know thou art innocent, I ſee 
thou art ;. though I had "rather be a Cuckold a thouſand times than 
loſe thee, poor Love, ma Dearee, poor Baby, | 

Sir Fol. Alack aday— . CiYeeps, 

Lady D. Ah me !-— 

Sir D. Ah, prithee be comforted now, prithee do, why Pll love 
thee the better for this, for all this Mun, why ſhouldſt be troubled for 
anothers ill dolngs ! I know it was no fault of thine. 

S;r Fol. No, no more it was not, I dare ſwear. 

Sir Da. See, ſce my neighbour WCePs too, he's troubled to ſee thee 
thus. 

Lady D. Ohy but revenge! 

Sir Da. Why thou ſhalr have revenge, PI have him murder'd, 111 
have his throat cut before to morrow morning, Child ; riſe now; Pri- 
thee riſe, 

Sir Fol. Ay, do Madam, and ſmile upon Sir Devy. | 

Laay D. But will you love me then as well as&'re you did? 

Sir Da. Ay, and the longeſt dayl live too. 

Lady D. And ſhall I have Juſtice doneme on that prodigious Mon- 
ſter ? | 

Sir Da. Why, he ſhall be Crows-meat by to morrow night, I tell 

thee he ſhall be Crows- meat by midnight, Chicken. 

Lady D. Then I will live, fiace ſo "tis ſomething pleaſant. 

When I in peace may lead a happy Life, 
With fuch a Husband 

Sir Da. I with ſuch a Wife. 


i 
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SCENE The Taverii. 


Enter Beaugard, Courtine, and Drawer. 
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Draw, Elcome Gentlemen, very welcome Sir, will you pleaſe 
to walk up one pair of itairs ? 

Beau, Get the great Room ready preſently, carry up too a good _ 

of. 
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of Bottles before-hand, with Ice to cool our Wine, and Water to re- 
freſh our Glaſles. | 
' Draw. It ſhall be done, Sir ; Coming, coming there, Coming : ſpeak up 
in the Dolphin ſome-body. | 
Bean, ' Ah Courtine,, muſt we be always idle! muſt we never ſee our 


| glorious days again ! when ſhall we be rowling in the Lands of Milk 
and Honey ; incampt in large luxuriant Vineyards, where the loaded 
- Vines Cluſter about our Tents, drink the rich Juice, juſt preſt from 


the plump Grape, feeding on all the fragrant golden Fruit that grow 
in fertil Climes, and ripen'd by the earlieſt vigour of the Sun ? 

Court, Ah Beaugard! Thoſe days have been, but now we muſt re- 
ſolve to content our felves at an humble rate - methinks it is not un- 
pleaſant to conſider how I haye ſeen thee in a large Pavillion ; drown- 
ing the heat of the day in Campagne Wines, ſparkling ſweet as thoſe 
charming Beauties, whoſe dear remembrance every Glaſs recorded, 


with half adozen honeſt Fellows more, Friends Beaugard, faithful hear- 


ty Friends.things as hard to meet with as preferment here: Fellows that 
would ſpeak truth boldly, and were proud ont, that ſcorn®d flattery, 
lov'd honeſty ; for *twas their portion, and never yet learn'd the Trade 
of eaſe and lying, but now : 

Beau. Ay, now we afe at home in our natural Hives, and ſleep like 
Drones ; but there's a Gentleman on the other ſide the Water,that may 
make work for us all one day. ; 

Court, But in the mean while —— 

Beau. In the mean while patience, Courtiz, that is the Engliſh man's 
Vertue : Go to the man that ows you money, and tell him you are ne- 
ceſlitated, his-anſwer ſhall be, a little patience, I beſeech you, Sir: Ask 
a Cowardly Raſcal fatisfaction for a ſordid injury done you, he ſhall 
cry, alas a day, Sir, you are the ſtrangeſt Man living, you won't have 


| Patience to hear one ſpeak -- Complain toa great Man that you want 


preferment, that you have forſaken .conſiderable advantages abroad, in 
obedienceto publick Edits, all you ſhall get of him, is this, you mult. 
have patience, SIr. 


Court, But will patience feed me, or cloath me, or kcep me clean ? 
Court, Prithee no more hints of Poverty : *tis ſcandalous, Death 1 


 wor'd as ſoon chuſe to hear a Souldier brag as complain, doſt-thou want. 


any Money ? 

Cowrt, True indeed, I want no neceſſaries to keep me alive ; but 1 
do not enjoy my ſelf with that'freedom I wow'd do, there is no more 
pleaſure in living at ſtint, then there is in living alone. I wou'd have 
it it my power (when he needed we) to ſerve and afliſt my Friend, I. 


. would to my Ability deal handſomely too by the Woman that pleaſed 


Ine. 
Beau, Oh fy for ſh:me ! ' you wow'd be a Whoremaſter, Friend, go, 
go, ll have no more to do with you. 
Court, 1 wou?d not be forced neither at any time to avoid a Gentle- 
man that had obliged me, for want of Money to pay him @. d<bt con- 
tracted . 
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tracted in our old acquaintance, it turns my Stomach to wheadle 
with the Rogue I ſcorn when he uſes me Scurvily, becauſe he has my 
Name in his Shop-Book. | 2 

Bean, As for example, to endifre the familiarities of a Rogue, that 
ſhall ' cock his grealie Hat in my-Face, when he duns me, and at the 
{ame time vail it to an overgrown Deputy of the Ward, though a frow- 
zy Fellmonger.  _ _. - 

Court. . To be forced to concur with, his Non-ſence too, and laugh at 
his Pariſh Jeſts. 

Bean. To uſe reſpeCts and ceremonies to the Milch-Cow his Wife, 
and praiſe her pretty Children, though they ſtink of their Mother, 
and arc nglicr than the iſſue of a Baboon, yet all this muſt be endu- 
red. | ' 

Court, Mult it, Beaugard ? | 

Beau, And ſince”ris ſo, let*s think of a Bottle, 

Court, With all my Heart, for railing and drinking do much bet- 
tcr together then by themſelves ; a private room, a truity* Friend or 
two, good Wine and bold Truths, . are, my happineſs ; but where's 
our dear Friend and intimate, Sr Foly, this Evening £ 

Beau, To deal like a friend Courtine, I parted with him but juſt 
now, he's gone to contrive me a mecting if poſlible this Night with the 
Woman my ſoul is moſt fond of : I was. this Evening juſt entering upon 
the Pallace of all Joy, when I met with ſo damnable a diſappointment 
——in ſhort, that Plague to all Well meaning Women, the Husband, 
came unſeaſonably, and forc't a poor Lover to his Heels, that was fair- 
ly making his progreſs another way Conrrzre, : the Story thou ſhalt hear 
more at large hereafter. | 

Court, A Plagne-on him, why did*{t thou not Murder the preſump- 
tuous Cuckold ? ſawcy intruding Clown ? to dare to-diſturb a Gentle- 
man's privacies, I would have beaten him into Sence of his tranſgreſli- 
on; injoy'd his Wife before his Face, and a taught the Dog his Duty. 

Beau, Look you Courtize, you think you are dealing with the Land- 
lord of your Winter Quarters in Al/atia now ? friend, friend, there 
is a difference between a freeborn Engliſh Cuckold, and a ſneaking 
Wittal of a Conquered Province. 

Court, Oh by all means! there ought to be a difference obſerved 
between your arbitrary Whoring, and your limited Fornication. 

Beau, And but reaſon : for. though we may make bold with ano- 
ther mans Wife in a friendly way : yet nothing upon compulſion, Dear 
heart. 

Court, And now, Sir Folly, I hope, is to be the Inſtrument of ſome 
immortal Plot, ſome contrivance for the good of the body, and the 
old fellows ſoul, Beargard, for all Cuckolds go to Heaven, that's moit 
certain. | 

Ben, Sir Folly! Why on my Conſcience he thinks it as much his un- 
donbted Right to be Pimp-Maſter-General to London and Ahidaleſex, 


as the Eſtate he poſleſſes is, by my conſent his worſhip ſhould een bave 


a Patent for it. Court, 


Aly 
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Court, Beis certainly the fitteſt for the imployment in Chriſtendom ; 
he knows more Families by their Names and Titles, than all the 


 Bellmen within and without the walls. 


Beau, Nay, he keeps a Catalogue of the choiceſt Beauties abour 
Town, illuſtrated with a particular account of their Age, Shape, pro- ' 
portion, colour of Hair and Eyes, degrees of Complexion, Gunpow- 
der Spots and Moles. 

Court, 1 wiſh the old-Pander were bound to ſatisfy my experience ; 
what marks of good nature my Sylvia has about her. [Enter Sir Jol! y. 

Sir Folly My y Captains! my Sons of Mars, and Imps of Yenus / we! ll 
encountred, what ſhall we have a ſparkling Bottle: or two, and 1 
Fortune like a Jade i ? Beaugard you are a Rogue, you are a Dog, 1 


hate you, get you gOolie, 80. 
Bea. But Sir Folly, what news from Paradiſe, Sir Folly? Is there a- 


ny hopes I ſhall come there to Night ? 

Sir Folly. May be there is, may be there 1s not; I ſay let us have a 
Bottle, and I will ſay nothing elſe without a Bottle, after'a Glals or” 
two my Heart may open. | 

Court, Why then we will have a Bottle, Sir Folly. | 

Sir Folly, Will © well have dozens, and drink ri we*re wiſe, and 
ſpeak well of no body, till weare lewder than midnight-whores, and 


out-rail disbanded Officers. 
Beau, Only one thing more, my noble Knight, and then we are en-- 


tirely at thy diſpoſal. 

Sir Folly. Well, and what's that ? what's the buſineſs ? 

Beag, This F riend of mine here ſtands in need of thy Aſſiſtance, he's. 
damnably in Love, Sr Folly. 

Sir Folly. In Love, 1s he 1 in Love! %ods my Life / is ſhe! what”s 
her Name *! £ where does ſhe live? I L__ you -I know, her, ſhe's in 
my Table-Book Pll-warrant you: Virgin, Wife, or Widdow ! ! 


Pulls out a Table- Book, 


Court, In troth, Sir Folly, that's ſomething a difficult queſtion ; but as 
Virgins go now, ſhe may paſs for one of them. 

S:r "Jolly, Virgin, very good: let me ſee; Virgin, Virgin, Virgin; | 
oh here are the Virgins, truly I meet with the feweſt of: this ſort of 
any, well, and thefirſt Letter of her Name now ! for a wager I guels 


her. 
Court, Then you muſt know, Str Folly, that I love my Love with 


an S. 

Sir Folly. S.$. S. Oh here are ethe Efles, let m me conſider pom-—-Spbo 
Court. No, Sir.: | 

Sir Folly, Selinaa, 
"Court, Neither. 
Sir Folly.: Sophronia. - | 
Court, You mult gueſs again, I aſſure you. _ oy 
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Sir Folly, Silvia. 7 : 

Court. Ay, ay, Sir Jolly, that's the fatal name. Sylvia, the fair, the 
witty, the ill-natured, do you know her, my Friend ?* 7 | 

Sir Folly. Know her ? why ſhe is my Daughter, and I have adopted 
her theſe ſeven years : Sylvia, let me look ; Light Brown Hair, her 
Face Oval and Roman, quick ſparkling Eyes, plump pregnant Ruby 
Lips, with a Mole on her Breaſt, and the perfect likeneſs of a Heart- 
Cherry on her left Knee, - Ah Villain * Ah ſly Cap !-have I caught you ; 
are you there 7 faith ? well, and what ſays ſhe ? is ſhe coming ? do 
her Eyes betray her ?- does her Heart beat, and her Bubbies riſe, when 
you talk to her, -hah * ——— | 

Beats. Look. you, Sir Folly, all things conſidered, it may make a ſhift 
to come to a Marriage in time 5» 

Sir Folly. Pll' have nothing to do in it, I won't be ſeen in the buſi- 
neſs of Matrimony; make me a Match-maker ? a filthy Marriage Bro- 
ker, Sir I ſcorn, I know better things ; look you Friend, to carry her 
a Letter from you or ſo, upon good Terms, though it be in a Church 
Il deliver it, or when the bulineſs is come to an iſſue, if I may 
bring you handſomely together, and ſo' forth ; I'll ſerve thee with all 
' my Sout ;. and thank thee into the Bargain: thank thee heartily, dear 
Rogue, I will you little Cock ſparrow, faith and troth I will ; but 
no Matrimony, Friend, 1! have nothing to do with Matrimony ; cis 
a damn*d invention, worſe than a Monopoly, and a deſtroyer of civil 
correſpondence. 


Enter Drawer. 


Drawer. Gentlemen, your room is ready, your Wine and Ice upon the ' 
Table, will your Honours-pleaſe to walk in ? EE 

Sir Folly, Ay, Wine, Wine, give us Wine, a pox on Matrimony, Ma- 
trimony in the Devils name.  _ | Ws 

Court, But if an honeſt Harlot or two chance to enquire for us, 
Friend. . 

Sir Folly. Right, Sirrah, if Whores come nevyer ſo many, give ?em re- 
verence, and reception, but nothing elſe, let nothing but Whores and 
Bottles come near us,; as youtender your Ears. 


: {They 29 within theiSrene, where 65 diſcover?d Table and Bottles, 


Beau, Why there*s.there's the Land of Canaan now in little, hark you 
Drawer, Dog, ſhut, ſhut the door, Sirrah, do you hear ? ſhut it ſo'cloſe 
that neither cares nor necellicies may peep in upon us; | 

\” [Emer Sir Davy, *Fourbin and Bloody Bones, Drawer.]J 

Fourb, Bloody-bones be you ſure to behave your ſelf handſomely, -ap.1 
like your profeſſion, ſhew your ſelf a Cut-Throat of parts, and we?l. 
flcece him. —_ ; 

| Bloody- 
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Blood. My Lady fays, We muſt be expeditious, S:r Jolly has giv'n 
notice to the Capt. by this time, ſo that nothing is —_— but - the 
management of this over-grown Gull to make us HeCtors at large, and 
keep the Whore Fortune under. -. | | | | 
Drawer, Welcome Gentlemen, very welcome Sir, wil't pleaſe you 
- walk into a Room? or ſhall I wait upon your Honours pleaſure 
here 7 | 
. Sir a. Sweet heart let us be private, and bring us Wine hither, 
ſo. | [ſits down. 
From this moment, War, War; and: mortal dudgeon againſt that 
Enemy of my Honour, and Thief of my good Name called Beaugard. 


\_ You cancut a Throat upon occaſion, you ſaid Friend? 


Foxrbin. Sir cutting of Throats is my Hereditary vocation, my Fa- 
'ther was hang?d for cutting of Throats before me, and my Mother 
for cutting of Purſes. | 
- Sir Da. No more to be ſaid, my Courage is mounted like a little - 
French-man upon a great Horſe ; and I'll have him murder'd. 

Fourbin. Sir, Murder*d you ſay, Sir ? 

Sir Da. Ay Murder'd 1 fay Sir, his Face flay*d off, and naild to 
a poſt in my great Hall in the Countrey, amonglt all the other Tro- 
phies of wild Beaſts ſlain by our Family ſince the Conqueſt : there's 
never a Whore-Maſters head there yet. 

Fourbin, Sir for that let me recommend this worthy Friend of mine 
to your Service, he's an induſtrious.Gentleman, and one that will de- 
ſerve your Favour, | 

Sir Da. He looks but ſomething ruggedly though methinks. 

Fourbin, But Sir his Parts will attone for his Perſon : forms and 
faſhions are the leaſt of his ſtudy : he affets a ſort of Philoſophical 
negligence indeed, but Sir make trial of him, and yowl find him a Per- 
ſon fic for the work of this World. | 

Sir Da. What trade are you, Friend? 7 

Blood. No trade at all Friend, I profeſs Murder : Raſcally Butchers 
makea Trade on'r, *tis a Gentlemans Divertiſement. | 

Sir Da. Do you profeſs Murder ? MC 
: Blood, Yes Sir, *tis my Livelyhood : I keep a Wite and ſig Children 

it. | 
Vir Da. Then Sir, here*s to you with all my-Heart; wow'd I had 
done with theſe Fellows. 3 

Fourb, Well Sir, if you have any Service for us, I defire we may re- 
ceive 'your 'Gold and your Inſtructions ſo ſoon as is poſlible. 

Sir Da. Soft and fair Sweetheart, I love to ſee alittle how I lay 
out my Money : have you very good trading now a days in your way, 
Friend ? 

Blood. In peaceable times a man may eat and drink comfortably upon'r, 
a private Murder done handſomely is worth Money : but now that 


-the Nation's unſctſed, there are ſo many general undertakers ;. that 


"tis grown- almoſt a Monopoly, you may _ a man Murder'd —_ 
| or 
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for little br nothing; ant tb Botly '&?re know who did-it neither. 

Sir Da. Pray what Cdvfitryman are you 7. where mere you born, 
mona_evie Sir? - 0 HH 3442 403-1970 2111.3 Tat 9367 

Blood. Indeed my. Country is Forreignz' I wasborn :in 4rgier 3, my 
Mother was an Apoſtate Greek, my Father u Renegadb. Erglyſh Man, 
who by oppreſling of Chriſtian Slaves grew Rich: {For which when 
he lay fick, 1 Murder'd him one day in his Bed : made my-eſcape to 
Maltha, where imbracing the Faith'T had the Honour! given mego.com- 
mand athouſ:nd Horſe aboard the Gallies of.that State. a 
' Sir Da. Oh Lord Sir // my' humble ServiceitoYouragain. 

Fourbin. Re tells you Sir bit the naked Truth. | 

Sir Folly. I doubt it not in- the leaſt, moſtworthy Sir : - theſe are de- 
viliſh fellows Ill warrant %em. [1-365 | [Afrde. 

Fonrb., War Frient, and ſhining Honour has bin our Province, till 
ruſty peace reduced us to this baſe obſcurity, -Ah Bloody Bones! Ah 
when thon and't commanded that Party at the Siege of Philipsburg ! 
—_— in the Face cf the Army we took the impenetrable half 
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Blood, Half Moon Sir ! by your Favour *wwas a whole Moon. 

Fourbjn. Brother thou art- in the right, ?owas a full Moon, and ſuch 


a Moon Sir | ——— oy 4h we 
Sir Da; 1 doubt it not in the/leaſt Geritlemen, but in the mean-while 


» 


to our buſineſs. WEE 
Fourbin, With all my 'Heart, ſo ſoon 'as you pleaſe. _ 
Sir Da. Do you know this Beaugard, hes a deviliſh fellow-I can tell 
you but that, hes aCaptain. | Fl Oy, 
Fourbin, Ras he a Heart think you'Sir ? | 
Sir Da. Oh like a Lyon / he fears -neither God, 'Man, -nor Devil. 
Bhlod. Vl bringirt you for your Breakfaſt to Morrow, did. you-never 
cat a Mans Heart Sir ? : | 
. Sir Da. Eat a Mans Heart Friend! | | 
Fourb. Ah, Ay, a Mans Heart Sir, it makes abſolutely-the- beſt Rag- 
gouſt in the World. I have eaten forty of ?**m*in* my time ' without 
Bread. | : . 
Sir Dav, Oh Lord! a Mans Heart / my humble fervice to you Both, 
Gentlemen. | ] | 
, S#lod. Why your Algerine Pirates eat nothing elſe at Sea, they have 
them always potted up like Veniſon, your well-grown : Dutchmans 
Heart makes an excellent Diſh -with- Oyl and Pepper.” 
Sir Dav. Oh Lord ! oh Lord! Friend, Friend, a ;word-with -you:: 
how much muſt you and your Companion have to do: this buſineſs ? 
Fourb, Whar, and bring you the Heart home-to :your hovſe ? 
Sir Dav. No, no, keeping the Heart for your own eating, Ple -be 
'rid of ?em'as ſoon as poſlible I can. 
Fourb. You ſay Sir he's a'Gentleman ? — Int 
' Sir Davy, Ay, ſuch a ſort of Gentlemen as are abqut'this Town: 
the Fellow has a 'pretty haridſome outſide, bur. I-believe-ittle-or jo 
money in his Pockets. Fourb, 


# 
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Foxrb.: Therefore; we are like to haye the honour to receive the more 
from your Worfhips bounty. | 

' Blood. For my part I care for no mans bounty : 1 expe to have my 
bargain perform?d, and IL make as good a one as I can. 

Sir Dan. Look you Friend, don't you be angry Friend, don't be 
angry Friend before you have occaſion : you fay you'l have 
kr's ke how much will you have now I warrant the Devil and 
all by your good will WT. BEES | 

Fourb. Truly Sir David, if as you ſay, the Man muſt be well mur- 
der*d without any remorſe for mercy, betwixt Turk and Jew it is ho- 
neſtly worth: two. hundred pounds, | 
- Sir. Dav. Two hundred pounds ! Why Ple have a Phyſitian ſhall kill 
a whole Family: for half the money.” © EE. 
- Bload,: Damme Sir, how-Uo'ye mean?! *: 4: 1208 2 

Sir Dav. Damme Sir how dol mean ? Damme Sir not to part with 
my :money. | Hrs " ow 

Blood. Not Part Brother / © ; 

Fourb. Brother the Wight is improvable, and this muſt not be borg 
withal, WE | 
_ - Bloed. Havel for this diſſblv'd Circean Charms ? broke Iron durance ? 

whilſt from theſe firm Legs the  well-fiPd- uſeteſs Fetters dropt away, 
and left me Maſter :of 'niy native freedom ? - 

Sir Dav. What does the mean now ? | lee, 

Foxrb. Truly Sir I am forry to ſee it with all my heart, *tis a diſtra- 
Qion that frequently ſeizes him, though I am ſorry it ſhoutd happen 
ſo unluckily. at this time. ' | | 

Sir Dav. Diſtracted ſay you! is he fo apt to be diſtrafted? 

Faurb. ' Oh Sir raging mad* we that live by: Murder are all fo : 
Guilt will never let us ſleep. I beſeech you Sir ſtand elear of him, 
he's apt to be very miſchievous at theſe unfortunate hours. 

Blood. Have I been drunk with tender Infants blood ? and ript up 
teeming Wombs'? Have theſe bold hands ranſackt the Temples of the 
Gads, and ſtab'd' the Prieſts-before their Altars ? Have I done this ? 
hah ! x Teget 4 

Sir Dav. NoSir, not that I know Sir, I would not ſay any ſuch thing 
for all the World Sir, worthy Gentleman, 1 beſeech you Sir, you 
ſeem toibe a civil. perſon: I beſeech you Sir to. mitigate his- paſſion, 
Pl do any _ in the World, you ſhall command my- whole Eſtate. 

Fourb. Nay after all Sir, if youhdve-not a-mind- to. have him quite 
murder'd, if a ſwinging 'drubbing' to'bed-rid him, -or ſo; will ſerve 
your turn, you may have-it at a cheaper rate a great deal. 

- Sir: Dav. :Truly Sir with all my hearc, for methinks now'I conſider 
_— better, 1 would not by any means be guilty of another mans 

and; ::. 200} of 1 [7X $472 22001 -912:1 5013 oo 28 

Fourb, Why then let me conſider, -— to have hiov beaten ſubſtan- 
tially, 'a beating:thart: will ſtick by him, will coſt you -——half the - 
MONCY, [ 
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Sir Dav. What one hundred pounds Sure the DeviPs1n you, or you 
would not be ſo unconſcionable. F e324 "7 fo 
© Blood. The Devil! where ? where is the Devil ? ſhew me; ltell 
thee Belzebub thou haſt broke thy Covenant, didſt thou not promiſe me 
eternal plenty, when Ireſign'd my Soul to thy allurements ?- - 

Sir Dav. Ah Lord? | | 

Blood, Touch me not yet : Pve yet ten thouſand Murders to Aft 
before Pm thine: withall thoſe ſins III come with full damnation to thy 
Caverns of endleſs pain, and howl with thee for ever. 
© Sir Dav. Bleſs us ! what will become of this mortal Body of mine ? 

| Where am1? ls this a houſe ? dol live? am I Fleſh and Blood ? 

Blood. There, there*s the Fiend again ! don't chatter fo, and grin 
at me, if thou muſt needs have prey, take here, take him, this Temp- 
ter that would bribe me with ſhining Gold, to ſtain my hands with new 
iniquity. | pu X | 

Sir Dav. Stand off, I charge thee Satan, whereſocre thou art, thou 
haſt no right nor claim to me, PIP have thee bound in Necromantick 
<1 3 Heark you, Friend, has the Gentleman given his Soul to the 

evil ? | 

Foxrb. Only paur'd it a little : that's all. 

Sir Da. Let, me beſeech you Sir to diſpatch, and. get rid of him as 
ſoon as you can. I would gladly drink-a Bottle with you Sir, but I 
hate theDeviPs company mortally, as for the hundred pound, here, here 
it is ready, no more words, Ile ſubmit to your good nature and 
diſcretion. Ji $$ 

Fourb., Then Wretch take this and make thy peace with the infernal 
King, he loves Riches, ſacrifice and be at reſt, : . 

Blood. *Tis done: Vl follow thee, lead on, nay if thow ſmile, I more 
defy thee; Fee, Fa, Fum. Ee. [CExit, 

Foxrb. *Tis very odd this. | 

Sir Dav. Very odd indeed, I'm glad he*s gone though. 

Foxrb. Now Sir, if you pleaſe well refreſh our ſelves with a chear- 
ful glaſs, and ſo Chaque un chez. lu | would fain make the :Gull 
drunk a little, to put a little mettle into him, | 

Sir Dav. With all my heart Sir, but no more words of the Devil, 
if you love me. | 

Fourb. The Devils an Afs Sir, and here's a Health to allthoſe -thar 
defy the Devil. ) ni ren biook TR + 

Sir Da. With all my heart, and all his works too. : 

Fourb.. Nay Sir, you mult do 'me right I aflure;you.'  !; 

Sir Dav, Not ſo full, not ſo full, that's too much of all Conſci- 
ence : in troth Friend theſe are ſad times, very ſad times : but: here's 
to you, | | | | | | | | 

- Feourb, Pox o? the times, the times are well enough, ſo long as a man 
has money in his Pocket. LET NET | 

Sir Dav.. ?Tis true, here I have been bargaining with you about” a 
Murder, but never conſider that Idolatry is coming in full ſpeed upon 

the Nation, pray what Religion are you of Friend ? Fourb, 
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 Fourb. What Religion am I of, Sir ? 'Sir your humble Servant. 
.. - Da.'/Truly a good: Conſcience is a great DoePpe : and (0 vu 
g you, 'hemph,; hemph, but ſhan*c Murdered this 
on# 


Fourb. My Brother Rogue i is gone by this time to ſet him, and the 
buſineſs ſhall be done effeCtually1'} warrant you, here's reſt his ſoul, 
Sir Da. With all my. beart F aiths | hate to be anchatitabls, 


: Enter Courtine, nd Drawer. 


| Cour. Look you "tis a very impudent thing not to be FL by this 
time, ſhall Rogues ſtay in Taverns to ſip Pints, and be Sober, when 
honeſt. Gentlemen are drunk by Gallons?Pll have none ont. | 

Sir Da. Oh Lord, who's there? + |: 5; [Sits up in his Chair. 

Drawer. | beſeech your Honour, our houſe will be utterly ruin'd by 
this means. It © 

Cour. Damn your houſe, your Wife and Children, and all your 
Family, you Dog! 

Beau, Sir, who are you. LTo Sir David. 

Sir Da. Whoam | Sir ? what's that to you Sir ? will you tickle my 
Foot you Rogue ? 

Cour. 111 tickle. your Guts, you Paultroon; preſently. 

Sir Da. Tickle my Guts you Mad- -Cap. PH tickle your Toby if 

on do. | 
F Cour, What with that circumcis'd Band ? That grave _p——_ 
Beard, of the Reformation Cut ? Old ner tos I believe you are a 
Rogue. t 

Sr Da. Sirrah you are a Whore, an a erfan- Birch-Whore, For! uſe 
youlike a V Vhore, Pl kiſs you, you Jade, PH Raviſh you; you Buttuck, 
I am a Juſtice of the Peace, Sirrah, and that's worſe, 

Court, Dam you, Sir, I care not "if you were'a Conſtable and all his 
Watch; what. ſucha Rogue as youſend honeſt Fellows to Priſon, and 
countenance W hores in your Juriſdiction for bribery, you Mongrel, 
P11 beat you, Sirrah, ll brain. youzI®1]l murder you, you Moon- Calf. 

[Throws the Chairs after him, 

Sir Da. Sir, Sir, Sir, + Conſtable, Watchz. ſtokes, ſtokes, —_ 

murder 


Cour, Huzza, Beaugard ! \. \. VE [Enter Beaugard, Sir Jolly 
Fourb, Well Sir, the buſ neſs is done, we have bargain'd to Murder 
you: -* i020) 0) 


Bean. Murder ! whors1 to "ke ——__ ha, Fourdin? | 
Sir Jol. You are to be murder'd, Friend, you ſhall be murder'd 


Friend. 


Bean, But how am I to be murderd ? Who's bo; worden me I be- 


'feech yaur? * 


pos Your humble Servant, Faurbis, [60 thetaon; wah Your wir - 
ſhips leave. Sir David has given me this Gold to.do it handfawely.q 1. 


CAR, 


The: Soldiers Thvdichs: | 


| Beau” Sir David'!: uncharitable Cur, what Murder an honeſt Fellow 
for being;:civil tochisFamily: What can thisnican, Genvlemen'? - 

'$iv-Jo0,>Ns, 2tis' for nob being: Civil to-his Family, that it mieakng 
Gentlemen, therefore are you tobe murder'd toNight, and buried 
abed with my Eady, you Jack Straw you.  / 

Beau. | teens poy you Friends, theOld Gentleman has deſignd to 
have me Batcher?d, -and you bare kiadly contriv?d. toturnit to my 'ad- 
vantage in the affair of Love. I am tobe murder'd but as it were 
Gentlemen, hah ! lk won $5) 3 
; nga. Your Honour has a piercing Jalnmment Sir, Copa Conr- 
tines | 

_ No watter, Cn ning deſign ign to. — 4 pradtice this 

t too, . Me Per. ark en, wr, 65 
this duſſaoſy reibe brought about ? 4* | 

- Sir" Fok Preſently, tas .cont than. time Itiveve deneatready, go." get 
you gone | ſay; hold, hold, let's ſee your left Ear firſt, huma=<—a4- 
ha—————yoy are 2 Rogue, .y?dre'a Rogue; - get you gow, get_you 
gone, go. Event, 


;SCENE- changes to. Coreat-Garden Piazza 
- Enter. Sy Ivia:and Maid invhe Bakeovy .- 


Maid, But why Madam, will you uſe him ſo inbumancly, ? Pm confi- 
dent he loves you. + 

Sylv. Oh! a true Lover is'to be found:out. like a'true Saint Sy > the 
Trial of his patience : have you the Cords ready 1 ? 

Maid. Here they are; Madam. - | 

lv, Let *em- down, and: be fure. when it.comes to Trial; to pull 

luſtily; is Wil! the —_ ready ? 

: Will. Atyour Ladyſhips command, Madam. 

Syl.) 4 —_— he ould ſtay io. long, the __—_ has ſtruck envlvey? 


Enter Conntins + 


Court, Sings, © Andwits "ſhe not frank and free, - 
And was ſhe not kind to me, 
2.5, 3... 2: \Bojlock up her Cat in het Capboard, 
1.13, - 2 feed gene her keytoane, tome <. | | /. 
To lockup her Cat in i Cupboard, | 
nl STA 7-4 


5, Ve WW —-- *O©% 


Court. Here, tieres the Window : — that's Hell- Ly and-my 
- damarion's» in-therinfidet __ rH TER Beer pat: 


appeae tothy Servant. bloc) i; 5Y el "2c 
| Sylv. 


_ 


The. Soldiers Fortune: 
' Sylv. Who calls on TS in this dead of night, when reſt i IS Walt 
tiagto Hae INEg Eyes 
15 2 _ can hardly ſad upright, drunk with thy 

Love, and if he ls he lies. 

' Sylw. Courtene., is*t.you ?..-: 3 

Court, Yes, Sweer-Heart, "tis 1, art thou ready for me ? 

Sylv, Faſten your ſelf to that Cord there ; there, there. it is. 

Court, Cord !:; Where? Qh, ob, RSFs 46s aew to Heav' nina 
ſtring. F 
| Syiv, Have you done ? 
Court. Yes, I:bave done. Child, and data too, Hufly. 
 Sylv, "Then. pull away, hoa Ps. hoa up, boa 9P, ſoy avalt there. fin. 

Court. Madam. | 

 Sylv. Are you very much in Love, Sir? 
* Court. Ohdamnably Child, damnably. 

Sylv.. Pm ſorry for't:with;all my heart, good MN rob Captain, | 

2 art. Ha, gone! what left .in \Era/mus Paradiſe .between Heav*n-and 
Hell? If the Conſtable ſhould take me now for a {tragling Monkey 
hung/hy the Loins, and hunt me with his cry of Watchmen! Ah, Wo- 
man, W og Women, well a MEFry Lite,and a hott, thavs all. 


"Sas: s F: God,proſper per ngrr Mable ig, 


Our Lives and afeties all 


I am mighty loyal to Night. 


Enter F ourbin, and Bloody-bones, as from Sir: David's ge 
Wh” 
_Fourk, Macider: Murder,\Murder. n help, he " Murder, ; Qs 
Court, Nay, if there -be murder ſtirring, - tis high tine. to.ſhift - - " 
myſelf. - | \ Ehmbs up.to;the et 
Sylv. (Squeaking,) Ah h h h! 
Blood, Rogers youſler hecomes, murder, murder., mubrler. 
WET 1} -LE* B1090,ondFouhia 


L. 


” OD 


Enter -Sir' David. rl 


Sir Da. This very Late; J but Murger s a Alglancholly buſineſs, .and 
Night is fit, for?t,, 1'L-go bome,.; 1 So] 2 
erm, Who's there ? 

' Sir Da; Whois there ? open the.door. you Whelp of Bab ylog 

Verm, Oh: Sir, yarewelcome home z but here 1 1s the; 1a deft gems! 
here has been murder committed, Sir. 

. S#iDa.; Hold your [Tongue you Fool, ; and go, ta ſleep, get .you in, 
doyop hear, you talk of, Murder JW Rogue ? you eddie with, amor 
AﬀAIIS F.; ——_— 97 ai. {ls ba | 

Sed a? ty "TH _— i + 31 " Thi 


48 The Souldiers Fortune. 
The Scene 0pens the midale of the Houſe, and diſcovers Sir Jolly and the Lady 
41 - putring Beaugardin order as if be were dead. oO 
Sir Fol. Lye ſtill, lye ſtill you Knave, cloſe, cloſe when I bid you, you 
had beſt macs; and ſpoil the ſport, you had! —, A ad 
Beau, But-pray how long mult I lie thus ? on 
-- 'Lady D.-Vll warrant: you, :yow'l think the time mighty tedions. 

Y Beaw, Sweet Creature, who can counterfeit Death when you are near 
im 7 : )Y # [2 6 
Sir Fol. You ſhall Sirrah,' if a body:defires you a little, ſo you ſhall, 
we ſhall ſpoil all elſe, all will be ſpoiPd elſe Man,if you do not : Stretch 
out longer, longer yet, as long as ever you can, fo, ſo, hold your breath, 
hold your breath, very wel]. GR En ITO - [ Emer Maid. 
Mat. Madam, here comes Sir: David. © © - Ber44 
| Sir Foli'Odds' io, now CQlo(e' again as I told you, cloſe you Devil, 
how ſtir if youdare;z ſtir but any partabont you if you dare now ; odd 

Pll hit you ſuch a rap if yon do,lye itill,lye you ſtill. ES 
| LI CN (TIT | LEmer Sir David. 


Sir Da. My Dear, how doſt thou do, my Dear ? I am come. | * - 

Lady D. Ah Sir ! what is't y'ave done? Yave ruin'd me, Four. Fa- 
ws _ Fortune, all is ruin'd, 'whiere ſhall Wwe'g0, or whither ſhall 
well | AT IEEE. | 

A Ds. Where ſhall we go, why we'll go to bed you. little Jacka- 
dandy, why you are nota Wench you Rogue, you are a Boy, a very 
Boy, and I love you the better for*r, Sirrah, hei! — . 

Lady D. AttSir, ſee there. ORs TS. £905 6 

Sir Da. Bleſs as, a man ! and bloody ! what upon my Hall Table / 

Lady D. Two Ruffianis brought him injuſt now, prononncing the in- 
humane''deed” was done by : your command, Sir Folly came in the di- 
ſtrating minute, or furel had dy'd with my diſtraCting Fears, how could 
you think on a revenge ſo horrid ? | A Rt | 

Sir Da, As Ptiope' to be ſav'd Neighbour I only bargain'd with?em to 
Baſtinado him in-a way, or ſo, as one Friend might do to another ; but 
do you ſay that he is dead? .. 

Sir Jol. Dead, dead as Clay z ſtark ſtiff and uſeleſs all, nothing a- 
bour him ſtirring, but alls cold and ſtill z I knew him a luſty fellow once, 
a very mettled Fellow, -*cisa'thouſand pities. © + © + | 

Sir 2&4. What ſhall Ido? Vl throw my ſelf npon him, kiſs his wide 
wounds, and weep till blind as Buzzard. . + © © - 

| Lady D. Oh come not-near him," there's. ſuch- horrid - Antipathy fol- 

lows all murders, his wounds would ſtream afreſh ſhow'd you'but touch 

Sir Da. Dear Neighbour, Deareſt Neighbour. Friend, Sir'Foly,- as 
you love Charity pity 'my wretthed'Caſe, «andipiveirte /Connſel; /P11 
give my Wife and all my Eltate to have him live again or ſhall I'bury 
him in the Arbour at the upper cnd of the Garden. a 

ir. 


f 
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: Sir- Fol; Alas a- day Neighbour, never think on'c, never thing on*v 
. the dogs will find him there, as they ſcrape holes to bury bones in, 
there is but one way: that I know of. ; 
Sir Da. What is it dear Neighbour, what is it? you ſee I am upon 
my Knees to yov, take all I have and eaſe me of my fears. 
Sir Fol. Truly the beſt thing that 7 can think of, is putting of him 
to bed, putting him into a warm bed, and try to fetch him to life again, 
a warm bed is the beſt thing in the World, my Lady may do much too, 
ſhe's a good Woman, and as I've been told, underitands a green wound 
well. - ORF 
Sir Da. My dear, my dear, my dear / 

Lady D. Bear me away, ohſend me hence afar off, where my unhap- 
py name maybe a ſtranger ; and this ſad accident no more remember ?d 
To: my diſhonour. | 

Sir Da. Ah but my Love! my Joy ! are there no bowels in thee ? 

Lady D. What would you have me do ? 

Sir Da. Prithee do fa much as try thy skill, there may be one drachm 
of life left in him yet,take him up to thy Chamber, put him into thy own 
bed, and try what thou can'ſt do with him ; prithee do, if thou can't 
but find motion in him;all may be well yet, PII go up to my Cloſet in the 
Garret, and ſay my prayers in the mean while. / 

Lady D. Will yethen leave this ruine on my hands ? 

Sir Da. Pray, pray my Dear, 7 beſeech you Neighbour help to per- 
ſwade her if it be poſlible. | 

Sir Fol. Faith Madam do try what you can do, I have a great fancy 
you may do him good : who can tell but you may have the gift of ſtroak- 
ing; pray-Madam be perſwaded. 

Lady D. I'll do what e*r*s your pleaſure. | | 

Sir Da. That*s my beſt Dear : Pll go to my Cloſet and pray for thee 
heartily. Alas, alas, that ever this ſhould happen CExir. 

Beaug. So, is he gone, Madam, my Angel! 

Sir Fol. What no thanks, no reward for old Folly now? Come hither 
Huſlie, you little Canary-Bird,you little Hop o'my thumb, come hither : 
make me a Curt'ſie, and give mea kiſs now, hah ! give me a kiſs I ſay, 
odd I will have a kifs, ſo I will, I will have a kiſsifI fer owt; ſhoogh, 
ſhoogh, get you into a corner when I bid you, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, ſhoogh, 
what there already ? | 


[She zoes to Beaugard. 
Well, I ha? done, I ha? done, this *ris to be an old Fellow now, 

Bean, And will you fave the life of him y?ave wounded ? 

Lady D. Dare you truſt your ſelf to my skill fora Cure ? 

. [Sir Davy appears at a Window abore. 

Sir Fol. Hiſt! hiſt? cloſe, cloſe, I fay again, yonder*s Sir Davy, 
odds ſo? | 

Sir Da. My Dear, my dear / my dear! — 

Lady D. Who's that calls? my Love, is*c you ? 

Sir Da, Ah fome comfort, or my heart's broke : is there any hopes 
H yet ? 


_ 


- 


/ 
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yet ? Pve try'd to ſay my Prayers and cannot : if he- be quite'dead, I 

ſhall never pray again, Neighbour, no hopes? Tits 
Sir Fol. Traly little or none, ſome ſmall pulſe I think there is left, ve- 
ry little, theres nothing to be done if you don't pray, get you to pray- 
rs whatever yot1 do, get you gone, nay don't ſtay now, ſhut the Win- 
dow I tell you. 


Sir Da, Well thisis a great trouble to me, but good night. 

Sir Fol. Good night to you dear Neighbour. | _ 
Get ye up, get ye up, and begone into the [70 Beaugard and Lady D. 
next room, preſently, make haſte : but don'c ſteal away till I come. to 
you, be ſure ye remember, don't ye ſtir til I come; piſh, none of this 
bowing and fooling, it but loſes time, I'll only bolt the door that be- 
longs to Sir Davy's Lodgings, that he may be ſafe, and be with you in a 
twinkle, Ah, h, h, h? ſo now for the door, very well, Friend you are 
- faſt. | [Bolts the door, 


- 


Sings, Bonney Laſs gan thoo wert mine, 
And twonty thooſand poonds about thee, &c, 


ACT 


Courtine bound 0n 4 Courh in Sylvia?s Chamber. 

Cor, Eigho! heigho! ha! whereamT? was I drunkor no laſt 

night ? ſomething leaning that way. But where the Devil 
am 1? ſincerely ina Bawdy-Houſe: Fogh ! what a ſmell of ſin is here ! 
ket me look about, if there be ever a Geneva Bible or a Practice of Pie- 
ty in the Room, 1 am ſurel have. guelt right, What's the matter now ! 
ty'd faſt, bound too ! what tricks have I play*d to come info this con- 
dition / I have lighted into the Territories of ſome merrily diſpos?d 
Chamber-maid or other, and ſhe in a witty fit forſooth hath truſt me up 
thus, has ſhe pinn*d no rags to my tail,or chalkt me upon the back trow ? 
would I had her Miſtreſs here at a veature. 

Sylv . What would you do with her,my enchanted Knight, if yon had 
her ? you are too ſober for her by this time, next time you get drunk you 
may perhaps venture to ſcale her Balcony like a valiant Captain as you 
arc, 

Cour, Haſt thou done this, my dear deſtruction ? and am I in thy 
Limbo? I muſt confeſs whem | am in my Beer, my Courage does run 
away with me now and then : bur let me looſe,and thou ſhalt ſee-what a 
gentle humble Animal thou halt made me. Fie upon't,” what tie me up 
like an ungovernable Cur to the frame of a Table, letlet thy poor Dog 
looſe, that he may fawn and make much of thee a little. 

Sylv, What with thoſe Paws which you have been ferreting Aoor- 


4/Sulkhll 
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fields withal , and are very dirty ſtil]; after you have been daggling your 


ſelf abroad for prey, and can meet with none, you come ſneaking hi- , 
ther for a cruſt, do you ?- 

Maid. Shall I fetch the Whip and the Bei), Madam ? and ſlaſh kim 
for his roguery ſoundly ? | 

Ceonr. Indeed, indeed ! do you long to be ferking of man's fleſh, Ma- 
dam Flea-trap ? does the Chaplain of the Family uſe you to the exerciſe, 
that you are ſo ready for is. ? | | | 

Sylv. If you ſhould be let looſe, and taken into favour now; you would 
be for rambling again ſo ſoon as you had got your liberty ? 

Cour. Dobut try me, and ifeverl prove recreant more, let me be 
beaten and us'd like a Dog in good earneſt. 

Sylv. Promiſe to grant me but one requeſt, and it ſhall be done. 

Conr, Hear me but fwear. | | 

Sylv. That any body may do ten thouſand times a day. 

Cour. Upon the word of a Gentleman, nay as I hope to get Mony in 
my Pocket. : 

Sylv. There I believe him Lelye; you'l keep your Word you 


_ faye 


Cour. If I dowr, hang me up in that Wenches old Garters. 

Sylv. See, Sir, you have your freedom. 2 

Cour, Well now name the price; what muſt I pay for*c ? 

Sylv. You know, Sir, conſidering our {mal} acquaintance, you have 
been pleaſed to talk to me'very freely of love matters. 

Cour. 1 muſt confeſs I have been ſomething to blame that way, but. 
if ever thou heareft more of it from my month after this nights adven- 
ture, would I were well out of the Houſe / 

Sylv. Have a care of ſwearing, I beſeech you, for you muſt under- 
ſtand, that ſpight of my tceth, 1 amat laſt fallen in love moſt unmer- 
cifully. 5 | 

rtf And doſt thou imagine I am fo hard-hearted a Villain as to have 
no compaſſion of thee. 

Sytv. No, No,-for I hope he*s a man-you can have no exceptions 
againſt, 

guons Yes, yes, the man is a man, I ll aſſure you, that's one com- 
fort. ; | | 

Sy/v. Who do you think it may be now, try if you can gueſs him ? 

Cour. Whoever he-is, he's an honeſt *fellow Vle warrant him, and 7 
believe will not think himſelf very unhappy neither. | | 

Sylv, If a Fortune of 5000 Pounds, pleaſant nights, and quiet days 
can make him happy, 1 aſſure you he may be ſo, but try once to gueſs a 
him. / 

Court, But if I ſhould be miſtaken. 

Sylv. Why, who is it yon would wiſh meto ? 

Cour. Yow have 5000 Pound you ſay ? 

Syiv, Yes, ; 

Cour. Faith Child, to deal honeſtly, 7 know well enough who ?ris 1 

H 2 wil 
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wilh for, but Sweet-heart before 1 tell you my inclinations, it were but: 
_reaſonable that | knew yours. 49999 5 at” 
Sylv. Well Sir, becauſe I am confident you-will ſtand my friend. in. 
-the buſineſs, P11 make 'a difcovery, and to hold yon in ſiufpence no-lon- 
ger, you muſt know | havea months-mind to an Arm-full of your dear- 
ly b:loved friend and brother Captain, what ſay you to'r ? 
__ Coxr, Madam your humble Servant, good buy, that's all. 

Sylv. What thus cruelly leave a Lady that {o kindly took you in, in 
your laſt nights pickle+nto her Lodging; whither would:you rove. now, 
wy Wanderer ? Ebel 

Cour. Faith Madam, you have dealt ſo gallantly in truſting me with 
your p3ſſion, that 7 cannot ſtay here without telling you, that 7 am 
three times as much in love with an acquaintance of yours,. as. you can 
be with any friend of mine. . 

Sylv. Not with my waiting Woman 7 hope Sir. | 

Cour. No, but it is with a certain Kinſewoman of thine Child, they 
call her my Lady Dwxce, andI think this is her Houſe too, they ſay ſhe 
will be civil upon a good occaſion, therefore prithee be charitable, and 
ſhew the way to her Chamber a little. 

Sy/v, What commit Adultery Captain, fie upon't! What hazzard 

Your foul ! bo | | - How 

Court. No, no, only venture my body a. little, that's all; look you, * 
yon know the ſecret,, and may imagine my deſires, therefore as you 
would have me aſſiſt your. inclinations, pray be civil and help me to 
mine, iook you,. no demurring upon the matter, no qualme, but ſhew 

me the way, or you Huſlie,. you ſhall.do*r, , any. Bawd will ſerve at pre- 
tent, for I will go. ; 

Sylv. But you ſhar't go, Sir. 

Corrt. Shan't go, Lady ? | 

Sylv. No, ſhan't go, Sir ; did I not tell you when once you had got. 
your liberty, that you would be rambling again. PER. : 

Corr. Why Child, would*ſt thou be fo uncharitable to tie up a poor. 
Jade to am empty Rack in thy Stable, when he knows where to go 
elſewhere and get Provender enough ? | 

 Sylv. Any muſty Provender, I find, will. ſerve your turn» ſo- you 
have it but cheap, or at another mans charges. 

Cour.” No Child, I had rather my Ox ſhould graze in a Field of my own 
than live .hide-bound upon the Common,.-or run the hazzard of bein 
Pounnded.every day for Treſpailes.' : 

Sylv. Truly all things conſider'd,. tis a-great- pity ſo good a Huſ- 
band-man as you ſhould want a Farm to cultivate. | 

Cour. Would,ſt thon be but kind, and let me haye a Bargain in a: 
Tenement of thine, to try how it would agree with me. ; 

Sylv, And would you be contented to take a Leaſe for your Lite. 

Cour, So pretty a Lady of the Mannor and a moderate Rent. 

Sylv, Which you'l be {ure to pay very punCtually. | 

Cour. If thou doubteſt my honeſty, faith &en take. a little earneſt be- 
_ fore-hagd. | ; Sylv, 


oy 
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Sylv.” Not ſo haſty neither, good Tenaut.z Jwprimis, You ſhall ob- 
lige your ſelf to a.conſtant refidence, and not by leaving the Houſe un- 
inhabited, let it run to;repalrs. ., oy vr nee | 
Cour, Agreed. ...; heed 


Sylv. Item, For your own-ſake you ſhall promiſe to keep the Eſtate 
well fenc*c, and encloas'd, leſt ſome time or other your Neighbours 
Cattle break in and ſpall the Crop on the Ground Friend. | 

Cour, Very juſt-and reaſonable, provided I don't find it lie too much 
too Camman already. _ * ,* ... , | | 

Sylv. rem, You ſhall enter into ſtrift Covenant, not to take any o- 
ther Farm npon your hands, without my conſent and approbation, or 
if you do, that then it ſhall be lawful for me co get me another Tenant, 
how and where I think fit. _ 

Cour, Faith that's ſomething:;hard though, let me tell you but that 
Landlady. | ; | 

Sylv. Upon theſe terms we'll draw Articles. 

Cour, And when ſhall we Sign/em 2? | 

Sylv. Why this morning, as ſoon as the ten a Clock Office in Covent- 


garden 1s Open. Wy 
Cour, A.bargain,; but: how wul yon. anſwer your Entertainment of 


' a drunken Red coat in your Lodgings at theſe unſeaſonable hours 2. 


Sylv. That's a ſecret you will be hereafter obliged to keep for your 
own ſake, and for the Family, your Friend Zeangard ſhall anſwer for us 
there. 

Cour. Indeed I fancy'd the Rogue had miſchief in his head, he behay?d 
himſelf ſo ſoberly laſt night, has he taken a Farm lately too. 

Sylv, A treſpaſler, I believe, if the truth were known, upon the Pro- 
vender you would fain have been biting at juſt now. | 


Enter Maid. 


Maid, Madam, Madam, have a care of your ſelf; I fe Lights in 
the great Hall, whatever. is. the Matter, Sir Davy and all the Family are 
uP. | 
Far, [ hope they?l, come and catch me here : Well, now you have 
brought me into this condition, what will you do with me, haht- 

Sylv. You won't be contented for a while to be ty*d up like a Jade to 
an empty Rack without Hay, will you ? | | 

Cour, Faith en take me, and put thy mark upon me quickly, that if 
I light in ſtrange hands they may know me for a Sheep of thine, 

©. Sylv, What by your wanting a Fleece do you mean ? If it muſt he 
ſo, come follow your Shepherds, B a a a. CExcunt. 


| Emer Sir Dayy and Vermin.. 
Sir De. 1 cannot ſleep, 1 ſhall neyer ſleep again, I have pray?d too 


ſo long, that were to. be hang'd preſently, 1 have neyer a praer 
| - -et& 
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left to help my ſelf, 1 was no ſooner layn down upon the Bed juſt now, 
and. faln into'* lumber, but methought the Devil was carrying me down 
Ludgate-hill a Gallop, fix puny Fiends with flaming Fire-forks running 
before him like Link-boys, to throw me headlong into Fleer-ditth, which 
ſeemed. to be turned into a lake of Fire and Brimſtone ; would it were 
Morning. EN Mk 

Verm. Truly, Sir, it has been a very diſmal night. 

Sir Da. But didſt thou meet never a white thing-upon the- Stairs ? - 

Vern. No, Sir, not I, but methoughts I ſaw our great Dog Tonzer, 
with his great Collar on, ſtand at the Cellar-door as I came along the 
old Entry. oo | 

Sir Da. [t could never be, Toazer has a Chain, had this thing a Chain 
oa 71 1, | | 

Ferm, No Sir, no Chain; but it had Towzers eyes for all the 
World. Z | q 
' Sir Da. What, ugly great frightful eyes ? 

Verm. Ay, Ay, huge ſaucer eyes, but mightily like Towzers. 

Sir Da. Oh Lord! Oh Lord ! heark! heark ! 

Verm, What! whatI beſeech yon, Sir? 

Sir Da. What's that upon the ſtairs ? didſt thou hear nothing ? 
hiſt, heark, pat, pat, pat, keark, heh ! 

Verm, Hear nothing ! where, Sir, 
-$ir Da, Look! Look! what's that ! what's that! in the corner 
there ? | 

Verm, Where ? 

Sir Da. There. : 

Verm. What upon the Iron Cheſt ? WOES", 

S:r Da, No, the long black thing up by the old Clock-caſe, ſee ! ſee ! 
now it ſtirs, and is coming this way.” _ ; 

Perm, Alas Sir, ſpeak to it, you are a Juſtice 0? peace, I beſeech you, 
I dare not ſtay in the Houſe : ll call the Watch, and tell %*m Hell's 
broke looſe, what ſhall I do? oh! RET of CEx:r. 

"Sir Da. Oh Yermimn, if thon art a true Servant have pity on thy Ma- 
ſter, and do not forſake me in this diſtreſſed condition. Satan be gone, « 
[ defic thee, Il] repent and be ſav'd, Pil ſay my prayers; Pll go to 
Church; help! help! belp ! was there any thing, or no? in what hole 
ſhall I hide my ſelf ? -- [Exi. 


Enter Sir Jolly, Fourbia and Bloody-bones. 


Sir Fol, That ſhou'd be Sir Davy*s voice, the waiting Woman indeed 
told me he was afraid and could not ſleep, pretty Fellows, pretty 
Fellows both, y?ave done your buſineſs handſomly, what Pll warrant 
you have becna Whoring together now, ha! You do well, you do well, 
{ like you the better for*s, what's a Clock ? 

- Four. Near four, Sir, *twill not be day yet theſe two hours. 

Sir Jcl. Very well, but how got ye tato the Houſe? : 

x 7 _ Faurh, 
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Fourb, A ragged retainerof the Family, Yermin I think they call him, 
let us in as Phyſitians ſent for by your Order. | 

Sir Fol. Excellent Rogues! and then I hope all things are ready as 
I gave Directions ? - _ 

Fourb. To a tittle, Sir, there ſkall not be a more critical Obſerver 
of uu Worſhip's pleaſure than your humble Servant the Chevalier 
Fourbyn. | 

Sir Fol. Get you gone you Rogue, you have a ſharp Noſe, and are a 
nimble Fellow, I have no more to ſay to you, ſtand alide, and be ready 
when I call, here he comes, hiſt, hem, hem, hem. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. Hah! what art thou? approach thou like the rugged Bark- 
ſide Bear, the Eaſt-cheap-Bull, or Monſter ſhewn in Fair, take any ſhape 
but that, and ll confront thee, 

Sir Jol. Alas unhappy Man! I am thy Friend, 

Sir Da. Thou canlt not be my Friend, for I defy thee. Sir Jolly ! 
Neighbour / hah! is it you ? are you ſure it is you? are you your ſelf ? 
if you be, give me your hand. Alas a day I ha' ſeen the Devil. 

Sir Fel. The Devil, Neighbour ! 

Sir Da, Ay, Ay,. there's no help fort;. at firſt I fancy'd it was a 
young white Bears Cub dancing in the ſhadow of my Candle, then ir 
was turn'd to a pair of blew Breeches with wooden legs on, ſtampt a- 
bout the Room as if all the Cripplesin Town had kept their Rendezvous 
there, when all of a ſudden it appear'd like a leathern Serpent, and with 
a dreadful clap of Thunder flew out of the Window. 

Sir Jo!. Thunder ! Why l heard no Thunder. 

Sir Da. That may be too, what were you aſleep ? 

Sir Jol. Aſleep quotha, no, no, noſleeping this Night for me I aſſure 

OU, 
: Sir Da. Well what is the beſt news then ? How does the Man ? 

Sir Jol, Een as he did before he was born, nothing at all, he's 
Dead. | 

Sir Da. Dead! what quite dead! 

Sir Fol. As good as dead, if not quite dead, *twas a horrid Murder, 
and then the terrour of Conſcience, Neighbour. | 

Sir Da. And truly | havea very terrifi'd one, Friend, though I never 
found I had any Conſcience at all till now. Pray whereabcut was his 
death's wound ? : 

Sir Jol. Juſt here, juſt under his lefc Pap, a dreadful gaſh. 

Sir Da, So very wide ? | 

Sir Fol. Oh,as wide as my Hat, you might have ſeen his Lunzs, Liver, 
and Heart, as perfectly, as if you had been in his Belly, 

Sir Da. Is there no way to. have him privately Buried, and conccal 
this Murder ? muſt I needs be hang'd by the neck like a Dog, Neighbour? 
dol look as if I would be hang'd ? jp 
. Sir 
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SirFol,- Truly; Sir Divy, t 'muſt deat faithfully with you,” you" ' dg 
m1 a _ ſuſpiciquſly at. preſeiitz 'but have .you ſeen; the Devil, 
way you: S 

Sir Da. Ay ſurely, it was the De yil, aothing elſe could have fright- 
ed me ſo. | 
- Sir Fol. Bleſs us, and guard us all the Angels, what's that ? | 

Sir Da. Poteſt ati ſempiterns cujus benevo- Kel; holding up his hands, 
Tenia ſervantur gentes, & cujus miſericordia, [Ss mut Toy as if be pray'd. : 

Sir Fol. Neighbour, where are you, Friend, -Sir Davy 

Sir Da. Ah, what ever yon do) be ſure to ſtatd cok to me, where, 
where is It? _ 

Sir Fol. Juſt, juſt there, in the ſhape of a Coach and ſix Horſes againſt 


the wall. 

Sir Da. Deliver us all, he wort carry me away in that Coach and 
ſix, will he ? | 

Sir Fol, Do you ſee it ? | | 

Sir Da. Sec it! plain, plain, dear friend adviſe me what I ſhall do? 
Sir Jolly, Sir Folly, do you hear MET. ? 'SIr Folly Hah ! has he left me 
alone! YVermin, © | ' 

Vermin, Sir. 4 | 

Sir Da. Am 1 alive ? dof thou know me again * ? Aml1 thy Chon 


Maſter, Sir Davy Drnce ? 


Yerm. I hope I ſhall never forget you, Sir. 

Sir Da. Didfſt thou ſee nothing ? 

Verm. Yes, Sir, methonght'the Houſe was all o? fire as it were. 

Sir Da. Did'ſt thou not ſee how the Devils grin'd and gnaſht their 


tecth at me, Yermin. 
Verm. Alaſs, Sir, I was afraid one of *cn would havebit off my Noſe, 


as he vaniſht out of the door. 

Sir Da. Lead meaway, Pllgo to my. Wife, PII die by my own dear 
Wife; run away to the Temple and call Councellor my Lawyer, Pll 
make over my Eſtate preſently, I ſhan't live till Noon; Pll give alll have 
to my Wife, Hah YVermn ! | 


Verm, Truly, Sir, ſhe's a very good Lady. 
Ser Da. Ah much, much too good for me, Fermm, thon canſt not 


imagine what ſhe has done for me Man, ſhe would break her heart if 1 


ſhould: give any thing away from her, ſhe loves me fo dearly. Yet if T do 


die, thou ſhalt have all my old Shoes. 
Perm. 1 hope to ſee you live many a fair day yet thongh. 


Sir Da. Ah, my Wife, my poor Wife, lead me to my poor V Vife. 
| CExenpr. 


Scene draws and diſcovers Sir Jolly, Beavgard, No” LG. 
in her Chamber, 


Lady D. What think you now of a cold wet March over the 
Mountains, your mentir'd, your Baggage not ceme np, but at night a 


Girty 
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dirty watry Plain to Encamp upon, and nothing to ſhelter you, but an 
old Leager Cloak as tatter'd as.your Colours ? is not this much- better 
now than lying wet and getting the Sciattica ? | 

Beaug. The hopes of this made all Fatigue eaſie to me, the thoughts 
of Clarinda have a thouſand times refreſht me in my ſolitude, when ere 
I Marcht, I fancy?d ſtill it was to my Clarinda! when I fought, I ima- 
gin'd it was for my C/arinda ;, but when 1 came home, and found Clarinda 
loſt ! ————how could you think of. waſting but a night in the rank 
ſurfeiting arms of this foul feeding Monſter ; this rotten trunck of a 
Man; that lays claim to you. | | 

. Lady D. The perſwaſion of Friends, and the Authority of Parents ! 

Beaug. And had you no more Grace, than to be ruPd by a Father and 
Mother ?, þ 

. Lady D. When you were gone, that ſhould have given me better 
Counſel, how could I help my ſelf ? 

Beaug, Merhinks then you might have found out ſome cleanlier ſhift 
to have thrown away your ſelf upon, than nauſeous old age, and un- 
wholſome deformity. Fepohe! 

Lady D. What upon ſome overgrown full fed Country Fool, with, a 
Horſe Face, a great ugly Head, and a great fine. Eſtate, one that ſhould 
have been drain*d and f{queez'd, and jolted up and down the Town in 
Hacknies with Cheats and Hectors, and ſo ſent home at three 0? Clock 
every Morning like a lolling Booby, ſtinking, with a belly full of ſtamm'd 
Wine, and nothing in's Pockets. | 

Beaug. You might have made a tractable Beaſt of ſuch a one, he would 
have been young enough for Training 

Lady D. 1s youth then ſo gentle, if age be ſtubborn? Young men 
like Springs wrought by a ſubtle work-man, eaſily ply to what their 
wiſhes preſs ?em, butthe deſire once gone that kept **m down, they ſoon 
ſtart ſtreight again, and no ſign's left which way they bent before. 


Sir Jolly at the door peeping. 


Sir Folly. So, ſo, who ſays I ſee any thing now ? I ſee nothing, not I, 
I don't ſee, I don't ſee, I don't look, not ſo much as look, not 1. 
[_ Exters. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. I will have my Wife, carry me tomy Wife, let me go to my 
Wife, Pl live and die with my Wife, let the Devil do his worlt ; Ah, 
my Wife, my Wife, my Wife! C373 out 2 

Lady D. Alas, alas, we are ruin'd, . ſhift for your ſelf, counterfeit 
the dead Corps once more, or any. thing. . 

Sir Da. Hah! whoſoe're thou art, thou can'ſt not eat me, ſpeak to 
me, who has done this! thou canſt not ſay I did it. 

Sir Fo/. Did it, did what? here's no —_ ſays you did any thing that 

I 


3 
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L know, Neighbour, what's the matter with you ?. what ails yon ? whi> 
ther do you go ? whither do you run? I tell you here's no body fays 
a word to you. 

Sir Da. Did you not ſee the Ghoſt juſt now ? 7 

| Sir Fol. Ghoſt ! prithee now, heres no Ghoſt, whither would you 
go? I tell you, you ſhall not ſtir. one foor farther Man, the Devil 
take me if you do; Ghoſt, prithee here?s no Ghoſt at all, a little fleſh 
and blood indeed there is, lome -old, ſome young, ſome alive, ſome 
dead, and ſo forth, but Ghoſt ! Piſh, here*'s no Ghoſt. 

Sir Da. But, Sir, 1fI ſay I did ſee a Ghoſt, I did ſee a Ghoſt, and 
you go to that,why ſure I know a Ghoſt when I ſee one: Ah my Dear, 
if thou had'ſt but ſeen the Devil half ſo often as I have ſeen him. 

Lady D. Alas, Sir D-vy, it you ever lov*d me, come not, oh come 
not near me, I have reſoly?d to waſte the ſhort Remainder of my Life in 


Penitence, and taſte of Joys no more. 
Sir Da. Alas my poor Child, but do-you think then there was no 


Ghoſt indeed ? 
Sir Fol. Ghoſt ! Alas a day, what ſhould a Ghoſt do here ? 
Sir Da. And is the Man dead? 
Sir Fol. Dead, Ay, ay, ſtark dead, he's ſtiff by this time. 
Lady D. Here you may ſee the horrid ghaſtly Spectacle, the ſad 
effe&ts of my too rigid Vertue, and your too fierce Reſentment 


Str Fol. Do you ſee there ? 
Sir Da. Ay, ay, I do ſee, would I had never feen him, would he had 


lain with my Wife in every Houſe between Charing-Croſs and Ald-Gate, 
to this had never happen'd. 

Sir Fol. In Troth, and would he had, but we are all mortal Neigh- 
bour, all mortal, to day we are here, to morrow gone, like the ſhadow 
that vaniſheth; like the graſs that withereth, or like the Flower that fa- 
deth, or-indeed like any thing, or rather like nothing: but we are all 
mortah, 

Sir Da. Heigh !\——— 

Lady D. Down, down that trap door, It goes into a bathing-Room, 
for the reſt, leave it to my Conduct. | 

Sir Fol. ?'i'is very unfortunate that you ſhould run your ſelf into 
this premunire, Sir David. | 

Sir Da, Indeed, and fo it is. | 

Sir Fol. For a Gentleman, a man in Authority, a perſon in years, 


on that uſed to go to Church with his Neighbours 
Sir Da, Every Sunday, truly Sir Folly. 
Sir Fel. Pay Scot and Lot to the Pariſh. : 
Sir Da. Six pounds a year to the very Poor, without abatement or de- 


duction ; 2tis very hard, if ſo good a Common-Wealths-man ſhould 
be brought to ride in a Cart at laſt, and be hang*d in a Sunſhiny morn- 
ing, to make Butchers and Suburb Apprentices a Holy-day ; ll &en 


run away. : 
Sir Jol. Run away ! why then your eſtate will be forfeited, you?l loſe 


your Eſtate man. Sir 


LIM 
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Sir Da. Truly, you fay right, Friend, and a Man had better be half 
hang'd than loſe his Eſtate, you know. 

Sir Fol. Hang'd 7 no, no, I think there's no great fear of Hanging 
neither , what, the Fellow was but a ſort of an unaccountable Fellow, as 
I heard you ſay. | 

Sir Da. Ay, ay, a Pox on him, he was a Souldierly ſort of a Vaga- 
bond, he had little or nothing but his ſins to live upon: If I could have 
had but Patience, he would have been hang'd within theſe two Months, 


and all this miſchief ſay'd. 


Beaugard R:ſes up like a Ghoſt at a Trap-door, juſt before 
Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. Ah Lord ! the Devil, the Devil, the Devil. 
[Falls upon his Face. 
Sir Fol. Why, Sir Davy, Sir Davy, what ails' you ? What's the mat- 
ter with you ? 
Sir Da. Let me alone, let me lie ſtill, I will not look up to ſee an 


Angel, Ohhh. - | | ; 

Lady D. My Dear, why do you do theſe cruel things to affright me ? 
pray riſe and ſpeak to me. - 

Sir Da. 1 dare not ſtir, I ſaw the Ghoſt again juſt now. 

Lady D. Ghoſt again! what Ghoſt ? where ? 

Sir Da. Why, there, there. 

Sir fol, Here has been no Ghoſt. 

Sir Da. Why did you ſee nothing then ? 

D. See nothing ! no, nothing but one another. 

Sir Da. Then I amenchanted, or my end near at hand, Neighbour, 
= Heav*ns ſake Neighbour adviſe me what I ſhall do to be at 
reſt. 

Sir Fol. Do! why what think you if the Body were removed ? 

Sir Da. Removy?d! Pd give a hundred pound the Body were out 0? 
my Houſe; may be then the Devil wou'd not beſo impudent. 

Sir Fol. I have diſcover*d a door place in the Wall betwixt my La- 
dies Chamber and one that belongs to me, if you think fir, we'll beat ir 
down, and remove this troubleſome lump of Earth to my Houſe. 

Sir Da. But will yebe ſo kind ? : 

Sir Fol, If you think it may by any means be ſerviceable to 

ou. 
« Sir Da. Truly if the Body were remov*d, and diſpos'd of private- 
ly, that no more might be heard of the matter I hope he'll be as 
good as his word. | | 

Sir Jol. Fear nothing, P11 warrant you, but in troth, I had utterly 
forgot one thing, utterly forgot it. 

Sir Da, What's that ? | 
* Sir Fol, Why it will be abſolutely neceſſary that my Lady ſtaid with 


me at my Houſe for one day; till —_ were better ſetled. 3 
2 i 
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Sir Da. Ah, Sir Jelly! whatever you think fit Lany thing of mine that 
you have a mind to; pray take her, pray take her, you ſhall be'very wel- 
come ; hear you, my deareſt, there is but oneway' for-us'to.get rid of 
this untoward buſineſs, and Sir Fc/ly has found it-out, therefore by all 
means go along with him, and be ruPd by him, and whatever Sir Joly 
would have thee do, en do it, ſo heaven proſper ye, good b*w?y,good 
b*w?y, till I ſee you again. my | 3! ved od. [ett 

Sir Fol. This is certainly, the civilelt Cuckold in City,; Town, or 
Country. | 2Þ 

Beau, Is he gone ? 


Lady D. Yes, and has lefc poor me here. $7 
Beau. In troth, Madam, *cis barbaroully done of hin1, to commit, a 


horrid murder on the Body of an innocent poor Fellow, and then leaye 
you to ſtem the danger of it. L161 BUT FE | 

Sir Fol. Odd anl were as thee Sweet-heart, I'd be reveng'd on him for 
it, ſoI would: Go pet you together, ſteal out of the hoanſe as ſoftly as 
you can, Ill meet ye in the P:azza preſently, go, beſure ye ſteal out of 


the Houſe, and dont let Sir Davy ſee you. 


[Steps out, 


The Scene ſhnts, and Sir Jolly comes forwards. 4 
Enter Bloody-bones. 5s, 


Bloody bones, 


Blood. 1 am here, Sir. 414 
Sir Fol. Go yon and Forrbine to my Houſe preſently, bid Mogfieur 


Fourbin remember that all things be ordered according to my directions, 
tell a Maids too I am coming . home in a trice, - bid *em get the great 
Cham 

carry the Minſtrels with ye too, for Pm reſolv*d to rejoyce this morning, 
let me ſee———Sir Davy, bY SPS OCW. 


Enter Sir Davy. 


Sir Da. Ay Neighbour, tis I ; is the buſineſs done ? I cannot be-ſatis- 
fd till I am ſure, have you remoy'd the body, is It gone ? 

Sir Fol. Yes, yes, my Servants convey*d it out of the Houſe juſt now; 
well Sr Davy, a good morning to you : I wiſh you your hcalth with all 
my Heart Sir Davy, the firſt thing you do though, I'd have you ſay your 


©, Prayers by all means if you can. 


Si# Da. If I can poſſibly, I will. . | 
Sir Fol. Well, God b*w'y CExit Sir Jolly. 
Sir Da, God b*w'y heartily, good Netghbour ——— ermine, 


Fermine. 
: Enter 


er, and the Banquet I ſpoke for Ready preſently, and dye hear, 


\ VIHYTVY 
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Emer Vermib 


TS: 


Verm, Did your Honour call - 
Sir Da. Go run, rpo = over.the Square, and call the Conſtable 


md 


preſently, tell him here's Murder committed, and that I mult ſpeak 


with him inſtantly —— ÞLLe/enicarry; -him;to, my Neighbours; that he 
may-find thie:dead! body theres: and Jo lt py, Neighbour be, very fairly 
bane in my Itead,, hah! - ery good. jeſt as, T9pe! to live, ha, ha, Ak 1 
hey, what's that ? 

Watchmen att Almoſt-4. a Clock;and a dark cloudy mortiing, good mor- 
the door. rom my Maſters all, good | NOTTHIN; | 


| ee nn Conſtable, « ang Watch. exe 


4 f 


Conſt. Hows this ! a door open, come in TOE EEE 
Davy, your Honours humble.fervant {1 and my Watch going my morn- 


ing Rounds, and finding ow WW door. open, made. bold to enter to ſee 


there were no danger, -FQUT orſhup Wa exul our care, a good mor- 


ning to you, SIr. R 

Sir Da.- Oh Mr. Conſtable, Pa glad you” re here, I ſent my man juſt 
nowito:(41l you; I have ſad news tottell you, Mr. Conſtable. Pe 

Conſt. k ami ſorry, for. that, Sir, ſad news,!... . -..., | 

Sir Da. Oh ay, ſad News, very mW news truly - here has been murder 
committed... $0 HAT $555 

Conſt. Murder? . if that's all, we are eyodr able ſervants, Sir, we?ll 
bid y_ good morrow., , mrder's nating, at this time 0? night in Covent- 
Garaen, |" 

Sir Dav., Oh but this i 15A horrid bloody ces done under my noſe, 
} cannot but, take notice of it ; Fhovgh I am ſorry to ÞA6l you the Au- 
thors of it, very ſorry truly. /- | 

Conft, Was it commicted here® near hand 7 ? 

Sir Da. Oh at the very next door, a fad murder indeed z; after they 
had done they: carried the Body privately into my Neighbour Yolljes 
Houſe here, /L am (ſorry to tell it you Mr. Conſtable, for I am affraid 
it will look-but ſcurvily on his fide ; though 1 am ar Juſtice | 0? Peace 
Gentlemen; and am, bound, by my Oath to take notice of it, I can't 
help it. | : 4: | 

ST Watch. 1 never 1ik"d that Sir Jolly, 

«Conf. He threatned me YVother - for carrying a little dirty drag- 
gle-tail'd Whore to Bridewell, and ſaid ſhe was his Couſin, Sir ; if your 
Worſhip thinks ht, we'll go ſearch his houſe. 

Sir Da. Oh by all means, Gentlemen, it.mult be ſo, [uſtice muſt have 
its courſe, the Kings liege Subjects muſt not be deſtroy*d. Vermin, 
carry 'Mr.. Conſtable and his Dragons into the Cellar, ' and make %em 
drink, P11. but ſtep into! my Study, put on, my face of Authority, and 


call upon ye inſtantly. 
All 


r <q} 31 It: 
ah, S:r.. 
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All Watchmen, We thank your honour. 
Scene changes to Sir Jollies, A Banquet, 
-- Enter Sir Jolly, Beaugard, and Lady Dunce. 


Ser Fol: So, are ye cone? Tam glad ot, odd yPare- welcome, very 
welcome, 68d ye-are; here's a ſmall Banquet, but Thope *twill pleaſe 
you, fit ye down, -fit ye'down, both together, nay, both together : A 
Pox o? him that parts ye, I ſay. _ ; 

Beang. Sir Folly, this might be an Entertainment for Anthony and 
Cleopatra, were they living. | | 

Sir Folly. Piſh! A Pox of Anthony and Cleopatra, they are dead and 
rotten long ago, come; come, time*s but ſhort, -time*s but ſhort, and 
muſt be madethe beſt uſe of ; for 


Youth*s a flower that ſoon does fade, 
And Life is but # Span, 

Man was for the Woman made,” -. 
And Woman made for Man. 


— 


Why now wecan be bold, - and make' merry, and frisk, and be brisk, 


rejion and make a noiſe, and-——odd,-Fam pleagd; mightily pleas, 
am: > [3 2c: 
| Lady D. Really, Sir Jolly, you are more a Philoſopher than'I thought 
On Were. >. as i K4 » « "> B68 48 Fe \ 
E Sir Fol. Philofopher, Madam ! Yes, Madam, . 1 have read'Books in 
my time ; odd Ariſtotle, in ſome things, had very pretty Notions, he 
was an underftanding Fellow. Why don't-ye eat; odd an* ye dow eat, — 
here Child, here* ſome Ringoes, help,help your Neighbour a little, odd 
they are very good, very comfortable, very cordial, +- -* at 
Beaug. Sir Folly, your Health.  - © , 
Sir Fol. With all my heart, old Boy. | | 
Lady D. Dear Sir Folly what are theſe ? I never tafted of theſe be- 
fore. <= O | 
Sir Fol, That! eat it, eat it, eat it when 1 bid you; odd *cis the 
root Satyrion, a very precious Plant, I gather *em every May' my ſelf, 
odd they*l make an old Fellow of {ixty-five cut a Caper like a Dancing- 
Maſter; give me ſome Wine : Madam, here's a health, here's a 
health Madam, here's a health to honeſt Sir Davy, faith and'troth, ha, 
ha, ha, [Dazxce. 


Enter Bloody-bones. 


Blood. Sir, Sir, Sir + What will you do ? 'yonder*s the Conſtable and 
all his Watch at the Door, and threatens demoliſhment, if not admitted -. 
preſently. 

Sy 


4801! 


ſweet Sir ? hoh'! 


The Soultdiers Fortune. + 63 
Sir Fol.” Odds ſo! odds ſo! the Conſtable and his Watch? what's 
to be done now? get ye both into the Alcove there, get ye 
quickly, quickly, no noiſe, no-noiſe, d*ye hear the Conſtable: and bis 
Watch | A Pox on the Conſtable and his Watch, what the Os have 
the Conſtable and his Watch to do here ? 


Exter Conſtable, Watch, and Sir Davy. Scene fimes, 
Szr Joll y comes ' forward. 


Conſt, This way, this way, Gentlemen, ſag'on one of ye at the door, 
and let no body paſs, do you hear ? Sir Jolly, your ſervant. 

Sir Fol. What this outrage, this diſturbance: committed upon my 
Houſe and Family; _Sir, Sir, Sir! What do you mean by theſe doings 


Corft. Sir having received information that the Body of a murder'd 
Man is conceal'd in your Houſe, I am come, according to my duty, 
to make ſearch and diſcover the truth, ſtand to my aſfliſtance, 
Gentlemen. 

Sir Fol. A murder'd' man, Sir'! 

- 8ir. Da. Yes a murder'd Man Sir, Sir golly, Sir Folly, Il am ſorry to 
ſee a perſon of your Character and Figure in the Pariſh concern*d- in 
Murder, I fay. 

Sir Fol. Here's a Dog ! here's a Rogue for you, here's a Villain, here's 
a Cuckoldly Son of his Mother, 1 never knew a Cuckold in- my- life, 
that was not a falſe Rogue in his heart, there are no honeſt Fellows 
living but W hore-maſters; heark\you-Sir, what a Pox do you mean: 4 
| 19- had . beſt: play the Fool and ſpoil all, you had, what's all this 
or ? 

Sir Da., When your worfhip's come to' be: hang'd yowl find the 
meaning on'r, Sir. I ſay once more, ſearch the Houſe. 

Conſt. It ſhall be done, Sir, come-a-long Friends. 

LExit Conſtable and Watch. 

Sir Fol. Search my Houſe, oh Lord, ſearch my'Houſe, what will be- 
come of me ? I ſhall-loſe my Reputation with Man and Woman, and 
no body will ever truſt me again : Oh Lord, ſearch my Houſe, all will 
be diſcover*d do what I can; VIl ſing a Song like a dying Swan, and 
try to give *em warning. 


Go from the Window, Love Love, wi Low, 
Go from the Window any wy Low p, ; y 

The Wind and the Rain 

Has brought *em back again, 

And thou canſt have 19. Loaging here, 


Oh Lord, ſearch my Houſe ! 
Sir Da. Break down that door, VII have that Door broke open, 
break down that door, [ ſay. | [| Knocking within. 


Ser 
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- 3dr Fol.') Veiy - well-done, break. down my doots? /break'down' my 


| walls, -Gentlemes 7: plunder my; Houſe | raviſh my: "Maids! Ah curſt be 


Cuckolds, Cuckolds, Gonfiables and Cuckolds.. 
© Scene draws od difeavers Beaugard and Lab Dinas . 


Beaug. Stand off; byheay*s the ack that comes here comes upon his 
death. 

Sir Da. Sir, your humble Servant, [ am glad: to ſee you are alive again 
with all my-heart ; Gentlemen; here's no harm done Gentlemen, here's 
no body murder'd Gentlemen, the: Man's alive again Gentlemen, but 


| here's my Wife:Gentlemen, and a fine Gentleman: with her Gentle- 


men. and- Mr. - Conſtable, , hope yowl bear me witneſs Mr. Con- 
ſtable. 


Beang, Heark, ye, ye Curs, keep off from ſnapping at wy: heels or 
I/hall/ fo feague ye, 1: 

Sir Fol. Get ye gone ye Dogs, ye Rogues, ye night Toads of the 
Pariſh Dungeon, diſturb my Houſe at thefe unſeaſbnable hours, get 
ye out: vt: my: doors, get. ye gone, orÞll brain ye, Dogs, Rogues; Vil- 
lains:;. i Ar { Exeunt Conſtable and Watch: 

Beaug.. And next for you Sir Coxcomb, you ſee I am not Murder'd; 
though -yow paid well” for the performance ; _ think you of bribing 
my. owl "Man fo, O Butcher me. | 


| Emer Fourbin ad Bloody-bones 

Look ye Sir, he c can cut a Throat upon occaſi jon, Vas lows? $ another 
dreſſes a man's heart with Oyl and Pepper, ; better than any: Cook in 
Chriſtendome. J. 

Fourb, Will your Worſhip pleaſe to have-one for your! Breakfaſt this 
morning ? | 

Sir Da. With all my heart, Sweet-heart, any thingin the World, faich 
and troth, haz _ ha, this is the pureſt ſport, ha: ha ha.; 


Enter Vermin. ESFLSV. V0) 


Verm. Oh, Sir, the moſt-unhappy and moſt unfortunate news! There 
has been a Gentleman in Madam Sylvia*s Chatnber allthis night, who 
juſt as you went out. of doors, carry'd her away, and whirher "They are 
gone, no body knows. 

Sir Da. Wirth all my heart, I am glad owt. Child, I . would not 
care if he had carry*'d away my Houſe. and 'all,.Man unbappy news 
quotha ! poor Fool, he does not know I am a Cuckold, and that any 
body may make bold with what belongs to me, ha, haz, haz am ſo 
Picgs *d, ha, ha, ha. I think 1 was never ſo pleas'd in all my! life before, 

, ha, ha. 


Beaurn 


"Sir Fol, :That hes aCuckold, Mr: Conſtable... | [Ahae. | 


Wink 


| The Souldjers Fortune. Gr 
Beaug. Nay, Sir, I have a, hank upon. you, there are Laws for Cut- 
throats, Sir, and as you tender'your future credit, take this wrong'd 
Lady home, and uſe her handſomly, uſe her like my Miſtriſs, Sir, doyon 
mark me, that when we think fit to meet again, I hear no complaint of 
you, this muſt be done Friend. . + x je 
Sir Fol. In troth, and it is but reaſonable, very reaſonable in troth. 
Lady D. Can you, my Dear, forgive me one misfortune? 
' Sir Da, Madam, in one word, 1 am, thy Ladyſhips moſt humble 
Servant and Cuckold, Sir Davy Dwnce Kt, Living in Covent-Garden, hs, 
ha, ha, well this is mighty pretty, ha, ba, ba. | 


Enter Sylvia followed by Courtine. 
Sylv, Sir Folly, ah Sir Folly, proteft me or Pm ruin'd. '-\ © 
- Sir Fol. My little Minikin, is it, thy queek ? | 
Beaug. My dear Courtine, welcome. ena on | 
Sir Fol. .Well Child, and what would that wicked fellow do to thee 
Child? hah Child, Child, what would he do'ta thee? . | 
Sylv. Oh, Sir, he has moſt irhumanely ſeduc'd me out of my-Uncle's 
Houſe, and threatens to marry me. | ....- y 
.-Court. Nay, Sir, and ſhe: having no more-grace before her eyes nei- 
ther, has &en taken me at my word. $e | 
Sir Fol. In troth, and that's very uncivilly done: I don't like theſe Mar- 
Tlages, 1'il have no Marriages in my Houſe, .and there's an end on't. 
Sir Pa, And do you intend to marry:my Niece, Friend ? 4 
Sir Da. In troth, and that's very well ſaid, Iam glad on*t withallmy 
heart, Man, becauſe ſhe has five thouſand, pound to her Portion, and my 
Eſtate*s bound to pay it ; well, this is the happieſt day, ha, ha, ha. 
Here take thy Bride:, like Man and Wife agrees + | 
And may ſhe prove as true as mine t0 me, .. - Ha, hazha. 


Beaug. Courtine, I wiſh thee Joy; thou art come opportunely to be 2 
Witnels of a perfect Reconcilement betweenme and that worthy Knight 
Sir Davy Dunce, which to preſerve inviolate, you muſt, Sir, before we part 
enter into ſuch Covenants for performance as I ſhall think fit. - t 

Sir Da. No more to be ſaid, it-ſhall be done Sweet-heart, but. don't 
be too hard upon me, uſe me gently. as thou did'ſt..my Wife, gently, 
*16 ha, ha, haz a very good Jeſt, Pfaith, ha, ha, ha, 'or if he ſhould ' be 

cruel to me Gentlemen, and take this advantage over a poor Cornuto, td 
lay me in aPriſon, or throw me in. a-Dudgeon, atleaſt. -- .-. {1 


\ d \» 


q 
q 
| 
| 
'} 
{| 
i 
| 
| 
f 
/ 
| 
: 


T hope among ſt all you Sirs : I ſhawt fail | 
To find one Brother-Cuckold Out for Bail. 


K | PROLOGUE ' 
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5 PROLOGU E,. by the Lord 


On their inconſtant- Heros cold negletts, 
Than we (provoked by this Ungratefwl Ape, ) | 
Bear the bard Fate of our abandowd Stage. * 
With grief we ſee you raviſht from our Arms, Dl: ; 
And Curſe the Feeble Vertue of our Charms. : I E657 
Curſe your falſe hearts, for none ſo falſe as they, 
And curſe the Eyes that ftole thoſe. hearts away. 
Remember Faithleſs Friends there was a time, © - 
(But oh the ſad remembrance ofmokr Prime) 1 SG OO 
. When v0 onr Arms with eager joys ye flew, © 2. 
And we believ'd your treacÞProns Hearts as true © ©» 
LAs Ore was Nimph of ours to'one of you : | 


Fo Dames with leſs concern refl:6 


But a more pow"rful * Saint enjoys ye now, oo 
Franght with ſweet- ſins and abſolmtions too; © +01 51 

To her are all your pious Vows adreſt, SH IEAM 20.80%; 

Shes both your. Loves, and your Religzon's Teſt, © ' Zr 
The Taireſl Prelate of her time, and beſt, | Ws, ' 


We own her more deſervino-far' then we, 

- Ajuſt excuſe for your inconſtancy. 
Tet *twas unkindly-done to leave us ſo. 
Firſt to betray with Love, and then undo, 
A' horrid Crime yare alt addifted to, © | 
Too ſoon, alas, your Appetites are cloyd, 
And Phillis rales no more, when once enjoy'd: 
But all raſh Oaths of Love and conſtancy, 
With the too ſhort forgotten Pleaſures aye, 
Whilſt: ſhe, poor _ robbd of her deareſt'eaſe, 


Still drudges on, with vain deſire to pleaſe ;, 
/ And reſtleſs follows you from place to place, 


For Tributes due to her Autumnal Face - 

Deſerted thus by ſuch- ungrateful men, 

How can we hope yowl Ore return agen ? | 

Heres no new Charm to tempt ye as before, ) - 

Wit now*s our only Treaſure left in ſtore, © 

Ad that*s a Coyn will paſs with. you no-more : "DIE 

You who ſuch dreadful Bullies would appear, | | | 

(True Bullyes ! quiet-when there®s danger near) SOONINLE & Bi 
. Shew your great. Souls in damning Poets. here.. 


Epilogue. 
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Epilogue 


Tth the diſcharge of Paſſrons much oppreſt, 
DifturB'd in Brain, and penſroe in his Breaff, 
Full of thoſe thoughts which make th' unhappy ſad, 
And by Imagination half grown mad, ds 
The Poet led abroad his Mourning Muſe, | 
Aud let her range,-to ſee what ſport fhe'd chuſe. 
Straight like a Bird got Iooſe, and ou the Wing, 
 Pleas'd with her freedom, fhe began to.Sing? 
Each Note was Eccho'd all the Pale alonz, © 
And this was what fbe utter d in her Song. 
Wretch, write no more for an uncertain fame, 
Nor call thy Muſe, when thou art dull, to Blame : 
Conſider with thy ſelf how th art unfit 
To make that Monſter of Mankind, a Wit : 
 AWir's a Toad, who ſwell'd with filly pride, 
Full of himſelf, ſcorns all the World befide ; 
Civil would ſeem, though he good manners lacks, 
Smiles on all faces, rails' behind all backs : 5 
If ere good natur'd, nought to Ridicule, | | 
Good nature melts a Wit into a Pool : 
Plac'd high, like ſome Fack-Pudding in a Hall, 
At Chriſtmas Revels he makes ſport for all. 
So much in little praiſes he delights, 
But when he's anzry draws his Pen and Writes : 
A Wit to no man will his dues allows. | 
Wits will not.part. with a. good mprd that's due : 
' So who ere Ventures on the Ragged Coaſt e 


o 
De et ET 


Is IE or I" rg te > A AP ho gs hea 


[ 
| 
| 
| 


Of ſtarving Poets, certainly is loſt, 

They rail like Porters at the Penny- Poſe. 

At a new Author's Play fee one but fit, 

Making his ſnarling froward face of Wit, 

The Merit he allowes, and praiſe he grants, 

Comes like a Tax from a poor Wretch that wants. 
O Poets, have a care of one another, 


There's hardly one amongſt ye true to t other: 
| | Like: 
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Whilſt this poor Scribler wiſhes-to retire, 


_EPILOGUE. 
Like Trincalo's and Stephano's ye Play 


The lewdeſt tricks, each other to betray. 
Like Foes detratt, yet <>whar friend-like ſmile, C 


And all is one another to beguile 

Of Praiſe, - the Monſter of your Barren Iſle. 
Enjoy the air apr ſo admire, _ | 
Enjoy her to the full of your defire, | $ | 


IWhere he may nee repeat his Follies more 
But Curſe the Fate that wrack't him on your Shore. | | 
Now you, who this day as his Fudges fit, - | uh | 
After y ave heard what he has ſaid of Wit, 
Ought for your own ſakes not to be ſevere, 
But ſhew ſo much to think he meant none here. 
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